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AUTHOR'S NOTE 


It has happened again! Joe's popularity has necessitated 
yet another 
book recalling those days when he roamed the East End as 
a free-agent. 


Regardless of all that befalls Joe Hawkins, his fans insist 
that he 
continues to entertain them in paperback format. Even 
although Joe is 
confined behind bars on a life sentence, the clamour is too 
great to be 
denied. 


So - SKINHEAD IN TROUBLE. 


Here are the missing parts that SKINHEAD, SUEDEHEAD 
and 
SKINHEAD ESCAPES did not provide. This is Joe's torment, 
his 
"inside" story set against the frustrating background of top 
security 
prison life. This is Joe with the wraps off. Joe facing his 
greatest 
challenge. 


Richard Allen, Devon 


CHAPTER ONE 


FROM the small.rectangle of light filtering into his 
travelling cell, 
Joe Hawkins caught an occasional .glimpse of high-rise flats 
and those 
soaring abortions called office blocks. The roar of traffic 
reached his 
ears, mingling with four-letter comments from other 
prisoners up and 
down the prison van. 


He wasn't bloody interested in what was being said. He 
wanted to 
remember what the outside world looked like. It would be a 
long time 
before he got to see it again. 


Life s.. 


Christ, he thought, /ife in a stinkin’ jail No birds, no aggro, 
no 
nothing except the routine, the filth, the overcrowding, the 
Screws 
tormenting him when he deviated from the accepted norm. 


He banged on the door of his minute cell. He fought to see 
more of 
the outside... 


Face pressed against the solid glass he watched as ass- 
swaying birds 
walked the pavements unaware of his passing presence. He 
concentrated on them - on their legs, hips, knockers. Faces 


weren't 

important. He could pin a dozen features to stored 
memories of the 

parts that counted most... 


What is life?, he asked himself. 
A bloody long while behind bars! 


And, after his last escape, they'd be keeping an eye on 
him. . He 
didn't have a prayer.. He knew where he was going - a top- 
security 
joint. In with other lifers like the bleedin’ train robbers, the 
protection 
racketeers, the child-killers. With the scruff! The riffraff of 
the 
underworld! 


Somewhere a needling voice called to his subconscious - 
you're 
criminal shit too/ 


He wanted to bash his fists to pulp on the partition 
separating him 
from one of the others. Already, he felt cooped up. Could he 
do life? 
It wasn't like eighteen months or even four years. Nobody 
did a life 
sentence standing on the head. Especially those who'd 
knocked off a 
copper. 


They'd halted for traffic., lights. A youngish woman bent 
overa 
pram, fixing the clothes round her chubby-faced kid. She 
wore a 
miniskirt, tights and blue knickers. Christ, he thought those 
legs go 
right up to her arse! He was still feeling randy, watching the 


woman, 
when the wagon rolled relentlessly forward again. 


He'd remember her, for sure. 


He slumped against the partition, sweating in the confined 
space. 
Remember... remember... remember... His head 
ached. By the 
time he got out, the juices of virility would have become dry 
He 
wouldn't be old but these were the best years for enjoying 
daily screws 
to the limit. And, by God, he liked his birds. 


He'd have to make the most of prison. Everything would, 
toa 
degree, depend on his cell-mates. He didn't want to be with 
queers, old 
lags, heavies who'd pimped or sold pot. One thing for sure, 
he'd check 
a bloke's bleedin' background before getting involved. 


The van speeded along a straight stretch of road now. It 
swayed and 
he cursed. He wasn't in any hurry to reach his destination. 
Every 
second this side of those grim walls meant so much. 


Visions of prison loomed large before closed eyes as he 
tried to 
estimate how old he would be when he heard those iron 
doors clang 
behind him. When, his debt to society paid, he stepped into 
the world 
of the ex-con and the fuzz-harrassed unemployed for the 
last time. 
Give or take ten years and he'd be thirty or thereabouts. 


Thirty! Christ! 


How would he look then? He'd always been tall for his age 
five-eleven. He'd always carried his youth with the 
assurance of an 
extra four or so years. At bleedin’ thirty he'd probably 
appear asa 
mid-thirty degenerate. 


His eyes popped open and he snarled. He didn't want that 
bloody 
prison greyness of skin. Birds didn't go for blokes wearing 
an "inside 
lack of tan".. 

He felt the Black Maria jolt to a stop. He peered out, 
Shivering 
automatically. Funny, he thought, how every prison looks 
like the last 
one. All seeped in that horrible hopelessness. All driving 
home the 
fact that here freedom finished, liberty ended. 


He watched as warders stood back to let the van in. Fuzz 
were bad 
enough but screws were bastards! Hell - this, was the next 
to last stop 
on his journey. But, at least, his final trip would be in a car. 
That he'd 
been told. 


Nobody had to give him the guided tour of The Scrubs. 
He'd spent 
time inside this one. When they bundled him - and his 
companions - 
through those worn corridors he felt as if he had returned to 
a 
nightmare. The procedure never varied! He let them handle 
him as if 


life had ceased to exist within his body: as if he was some 
hunk of flesh 
without feelings, without rights . .. 


The driver leered as Joe was pushed into the car. The 
handcuffs cut 
into his wrists and he bumped his head. He swore and got a 
cuff across 
the head to increase the momentary pain. He didn't blast 
back. He had 
no way of telling which screw would be around for the 
length of his 
porridge. It wasn't his intention to get off to a rotten start on 
this bit of 
bird. 


Solid gates swung open and he mentally said good-bye to 
The 
Scrubs. One night there had taken its toll on his half-hearted 
decision 
to appeal. He couldn't stand the thought of lingering as 
some shyster 
solicitor went through the motions of seeing that justice ran 
its bloody 
blind course. He wanted to get to the Moor and get it over 
with as soon 
as possible. He'd signed the bleedin’ forms, thrown himself 
on the 
"mercy" of sadistic screws! 


Looking from the car he cursed the black bastards walking 
round 
Brixton. Trust them to get all the advantages, he thought. 


A stolid West Indian woman lumbered across the road in 
front of 
the car and made the driver comment: "Jeezus, can't they 


fuckin’ get 
into their bloody heads this isn't the Congo!" 


Joe smiled and said, "Fifty points for a negro ona 
pedestrian 
crossing, mate!" 


The driver laughed, ground gears and gunned the car. 


"Less of the smart-alec remarks, Hawkins!" a warder 
Snapped beside 
him. 

Joe held his manacled arms out and grinned: "Go ahead - 
beat me. 
Torture me. Brainwash me into saying blacks are 
beautiful..." 


"Shut-up!" 

Joe dropped his hands back in his lap and concentrated on 
the birds 
again. White birds! He had a thought and voiced it: "I'd 
never be so 


fuckin’ desperate to screw one of those frizzy black 
bitches!" 


The warder laughed viciously. "After a few years you'll 
think 
differently." 


Lapsing into agonised silence, Joe kept flicking his gaze 
from side 
to side; seeing London fade into suburbia and then open 
countryside. 
The warders had their conversations - about football, darts, 
other topics 
he dared not give an opinion on. He was a stranger in their 
"elite" 
midst. The unwanted. The leper. 


"I want to piss", he said finally. 


The driver chuckled. He, at least, had a sense of humour 
and some 
humanity. 


"Squeeze it," the screw on Joe's left advised. 


"Shit on that!" Joe slammed back. "If we don't stop l'Il piss 
all over 
the car!" 


"You do and..." 
The driver said: "I need petrol anyway." 


They were on the borders of Egham. The warder sighed 
and said: 
"Okay - but pity you if you don't..." 


Joe sensed the petrol attendant's hostility as he marched 
between the 
two warders to the toilet. Inside, he asked, "Can't a guy piss 
in 
private?" 

"Whip it out, Hawkins - let's see if you're such a big man!" 
the nasty 
screw laughed. 


It was difficult handling matters with handcuffed hands. He 
managed, and did his best to splash his escorts. That he 
didn't succeed 
proved to him they were masters of transporting prisoners 
back and 
forth across the country. 


He shrugged, zipped up, and announced, "Jealousy won't 
get you 
anywhere!" and stepped between them again. 

"You bloody wait!" nasty said, stepping forward to the 
urinal. 


"Ah," Joe said, leaning forward. 


"Back up!" the screw's mate yelled. 
"Joe laughed. "Afraid I'll see he hasn't got the necessary?" 


"Christ!" The screw's fist slammed into Joe's stomach, 
sending him 
reeling. 

I've pushed them too far! Joe thought as he struggled for 
breath. 


Back in the car, the driver eyed Joe with some concern. It 
didn't 
take a genius to see that the prisoner had been worked 
over. Those 
bruises on the cheek and the way Joe gasped and spluttered 
were dead 
giveaways. Joe wasn’t offering any complaints, though. It 
was enough 
for him that before they left the loo both screws had taken 
turns venting 
their pent-up rage on his unresisting flesh. 


Fresh air filtered into the car and cleared his fuzzed head. 
When 
they cut on to the A303 he felt better, less pulped. 


"When do we eat?" he asked. 


The screw with the suspect manhood grunted. "When you 
get to 
Dartmoor." 


"When's that?" 
"Silence!" screw two shouted. 


Joe grinned and contented himself with scratching his 
balls. He 
hoped the bastards caught the significance. Nothing got 
these jokers 


more than: thé knowledge that they were inferior in the 


eyes of 

birdland's hottest canaries. Frankly, he supposed, both their 
wives were 

Skinny, titless dolls without one bright sexy idea between 
them. The 

types that considered it vulgar to mention a screw coming 
up. The ones 

who hid their "valuables" under the sheets and only allowed 
an 

indecent grope once a week. 


Once they left Exeter in the background, the car picked up 
speed. 
Entering the moors, Joe sensed that often expressed feeling 
of 
loneliness, of cut-offness. Hé saw ponies, an occasional 
farmhouse, 
sheep grazing and cattle making their way into a field's 
comer where 
the young farmhands would soon arrive to bring them in for 
milking. 
He saw gorse, rolling tors, huge expanses of nothingness. 
He noted 
barren rocks, mist-shrouded valleys and the overall 
sensation of leaving 
civilisation far in the past. 


"Is it all like this?" Joe asked. 

"Worse in winter," one screw replied with sadistic glee. 

"It's the coldest, most miserable prison in England," the 
other 
remarked happily. 

“Thanks a fuckin' lot," Joe snarled and settled down 
against the 


car's seating as his eyes roamed the wilderness ahead. It 
wasn't a good 


start to his sentence. Any ideas he had harboured of an 
escape, 

eventual freedom before the term expired, vanished. He 
didn't cotton to 

this type of scenery. His sort would starve, freeze, die from 
exposure on 

these moors. No wonder Dartmoor had always been the key 
prison for 

vicious, unmanageable cons. 


His first thought when he saw the prison loom ahead was - 
the 
warders have it as bad as the prisoners. The drab, stone 
houses with 
their gardens striving to inject a feeling of hope against 
grey, grim 
walls looked pathetically liké an outside nick. He didn't 
share any 
emotions with his guards. He just prayed the bastards got 
the worst 
deal! 


"That's home for you, Hawkins," thé sadistic screw said. 
"And you," Joe snapped. 

A back-hander rattled Joe's teeth. 

"Are you on regular duty?" Joe asked. 

"You'll find out!" 

That meant he was, Joe thought. 

"Want to piss?" the driver asked with a brief laugh. 

"I'll save it," Joe said. 


"They've got some beautiful antique pots," the driver 
mused, 
Swinging the car into the approach road. 


"They have in the Scrubs," Joe answered. 


"Wouldn't you just love one of your little tarts holding it 
when you 
pee?" the other screw asked. 


"Bastards!" Joe yelled. 
"Yeah..." 


Joe compelled himself to shut his ears against their 
torment. He'd 
been warned - it seemed like decades ago - to control all 
emotional 
outbursts when dealing with screws. All they understood - or 
would 
accept - was total obedience to orders and the rules. 
Anyone in the nick 
was a robot, a mindless creature subjected to discipline and 
the 
stupidity of men too ignorant to obtain a job elsewhere. 
They reached 
the entrance, forbidding, absolutely beyond belief to any 
but the lonely 
man waiting to enter its grim portals. 


“Happiness stops here", seemed to be hung above the 
gates. Oh, 
God... Joe thought in despair. 


Danny the Rat eyed the newcomer with narrowed gaze. It 
was not 
difficult to see why he had earned part of his nickname. He 
was small, 
with glittering coal-black eyes and teeth that somehow 
managed to stay 
inside his mouth whilst looking to snap at the nearest 
morsel available. 


Basher Barrett, however, was everything Danny could not 
be. - tall, 
heavy, hard: a face like an overworked quarry and hands 


bigger than 
ham-hocks. In a crowd, Basher would always stand out - a 
missing 
link of an individual stressing brawn over brain. 
Joe heard the cell door clang behind him and shuddered. 


"Welcome to the Moor, mate," Basher said with a rasping, 
chesty 
voice. 


Danny slipped along his bunk, rodent-like in his almost 
sniffing 
acceptance of this stranger in their midst. "Watcha done, 
kid?" 

Joe smiled. At least his crime would gain respect. 

"A fuzz. | got life..." 

Basher grunted. "A bleedin’ killer!" 

Danny snorted and moved back. "They'll be after you!" 


For the first time Joe felt the mat pulled from under his 
feet. These 
blokes were criminals yet they didn't want to praise him. 
Something 
was wrong - but what? He couldn't quite comprehend. 


"What's the matter with..." 


Danny said it all. He interrupted: "We're old hands an' we 
don't go 
along with knocking off coppers!" 

Basher nodded, then added his bit: "I've never smashed a 
rozzer in 
me fuckin’ life, mate!" 


Suddenly, Joe realised why people talked about the 
generation gap. 
Even in his fraternity - an underworld gathering - attitudes 
varied 


decade by decade. Dumping his gear on the unmade bed, 
he sighed. 

The Moor was going to prove more of a cross than he had 
anticipated. 

His enemies were not just screws. The older prisoners were 
equally on 

the other side... 


CHAPTER TWO 


SATURDAY, and the stampede for front row seats at the 
television 
sports sessions had ended with Joe being relegated toa 
sixth row wall 
seat. Huge heads blocked his view of the screen. Screws 
walking back 
and forth, continually shattered his concentration. 


Five days since he arrived at the Moor and he hated it with 
all the 
viciousness in his young body. More than he'd hated in his 
life. More 
than Pakis. More than hippies. More than Shed supporters. 


Funny enough, the warders were reasonably tolerant. But 
not his 
fellow cons. They were a bleedin’ rotten lot! 


The racing didn't interest Joe. He couldn't see why the 
blokes 
wanted to scream and rage when this or that nag won or 
lost. They 
didn't have money riding on the nose. With all the inside 
perks they 
enjoyed, the one forbidden message to the outside covered 
betting on 
the horses. None of the bent screws would take out a wager. 
A letter to 
a missus - yes. A note to an old confederate - yes. But 
nothing toa 
bookie. 


Joe fretted and fumed as he struggled to catch a glimpse 
of each 
race. It was something to do - something not associated 
with routine, 
screws dictating how hard he should work. According to the 
commentator there would be coverage from the West Ham 
versus Ajax 
football match later in the programme. That he wanted to 
see! 


Two seats away a West Indian prisoner screamed his 
bloody head 
off as a horse called Kingston Sam romped home a four- 
length winner. 
Joe felt his insides churn. Not even inside the Moor could he 
escape 
these coloureds! And this one made him sick. He'd been 
given life 
after slashing his white girlfriend after holding their bastard 
kid under 
water until he drowned. Charming types! 


Christ, Joe thought, there’s enough talent here for a real 
skinhead 


aggro. 


As he waited for the all-important game being screened, 
Joe basked 
in memory. Like shadows from the past wrapping 
themselves round 
his breathing self, the glories of putting the boot in and 
roaming 
London's streets in complete freedom came to haunt him. 


If only he could have controlled his urge to gain headline 
coverage! 
If only he had settled for local fame - not national! 


Experience was a wonderful teacher and gave wisdom in 
the wake 
of bitterness. Looking back, Joe could see where he went 
wrong - and 
he had considering his present predicament. Everything had 
been 
going for him. He'd been lord of his manor and his name 
had stood for 
something in Plaistow. 


But then he fouled it up by getting bigger than he should 
have been. 
One mistake should have sufficed. It hadn't. And he'd gone 
from bad 
to worse, letting events carry him along a polluted river 
until, now, he'd 
drifted into a cesspool called The Moor. 


He was still reflecting when he heard the familiar signature 
tune of 
the soccer section of Sports Session. He jerked out of 
reverie, 
concentrated on... What the hell! 


The West Indian laughed frenziedly as the screen showed 
two 
coloured players in West Ham gear. 


Joe felt his guts crawl round inside him like poisonous 
Snakes. They 
couldn't do this to his team! Yet, they had. He wanted to 
vomit. He 
wanted to leap to his feet and run for his cell - and get lost 
in his hate. 


For the first time in his young life, Joe switched his support 
with a 
suddenness that left him gasping. No more would anyone 
hear him 


Shout, "Up the Hammers!". From that moment he was 
Strictly for the 

Gunners! A white team. A side a skinhead could claim as his 
own. 


Man, he’d love to be at Upton Park with an aggro in full 
Swing. 
Those nigger-lovers would know how it felt getting his Dr 
Martens 
right in their balls! 


Listening to the West Indian yelling for one of his mob to 
score, Joe 
wondered what reactions would be if he acted as 
"straightened" and 
sorted the bastard out. He knew he was in a minority here 
with his 
antagonism towards anyone a shade off-white. While the 
bulk of the 
prisoners did not take kindly to the coloured influx, they 
were, for the 
most part, turning deaf ears to those who advocated a 
violent solution to 
the many problems caused by these strangers in Britain. 


Shit, Joe thought, why should 1 get myself in hot water 
overa 
bleedin’ coon! 


He watched the game without once being aroused. He 
peered into 
the crowd scenes to see if he could spot one of his old 
mates - and 
didn't. 

When it came to dismissal, Joe alone went willingly. The 
stuffing 
had been knocked out of him. The Hammers had done him 
dirt! For 


once, his rebelliousness had been curbed and he wanted the 
loneliness 
of sleep to regroup, to drastically alter his thinking process. 


Basher scowled as Danny took a piss almost under his 
nose. "When 


| was a kid we didn't have bleedin football idiots," he said. 


Danny shook the drops off and shrugged. "Christ, we didn't 
need to 
have fights," he remarked and flopped on his pad. "We'd got 
Matthews 
and Finney to watch!" 


Joe knew what they were trying to do and stayed silent. 
Ever since 
he arrived at The Moor he'd been given this treatment. And 
all because 
he'd started out by boasting about the toughness of 
Skinheads! 


"I was at Stamford Bridge once when a yobbo tried to start 
trouble," 
Basher smiled. "Bleedin' rozzer asked me to quieten him 
down!" The 
big ham-hock hands closed into gigantic fists and Joe almost 
pitied 
Basher's old opponent. "Those were the days..." 

Danny the Rat sighed sympathetically. "Mate, we ain't ever 
had 
players like they were!" 


"What about Moore and..." Joe hesitated. He'd nearly 
said 
"Hurst" before he remembered that the Hammers were no 
longer his 


favoured team. He switched tracks and finished with, 
"Radford?" 


"They'se okay," Basher allowed. "But they isn't Armfield or 
Drake." 


"Players don't change much," Danny allowed generously. 
"It's not 
the game - it's the fuckin’ scruff wot watch!" He pinpointed 
his 
youthful cell-mate with an angry finger. "Like you, Joe. What 
the hell 
do you get out of aggravation?" 


Joe had a chestful of air ready to explode. His head buzzed 
with 
tormentuous thoughts. This baiting achieved no purpose 
except to 
make him commit himself in their rose-coloured eyes. Okay, 
if that's 
what they wanted... 

"Go ahead - laugh," he snarled. "What you forget is the 
way things 
have changed since you were kids. It was great having a 
few coppers to 
spend an' seein' some silly nits chasin' a ball and 
apologising when they 
stepped on another softie's foot. It isn't that way now! We 
don't like 
big nellies an' we got the money to do what we want if we 
don't go to 
football!" 


Danny brushed aside Joe's explanation with a rude 
gesture. "You do 
attend games, though!" 


"Yeah..." Joe grinned. 
"An' not to watch," Basher said heatedly. 


"Bleedin' right we watch," Joe retorted. "But we make the 
game 
excitin'..." 

"That's your opinion," Danny teased. He caught Basher's 
wink and 
added: "Joe, your lot ain't ever been sportsmen! Crissakes, 
look at the 
way you do shops an' Underground staff..." 


Joe stood, chest puffed out. "That's aggro!" 
"Aggro?" Basher questioned leadingly. 

"Puttin' the boot in, mate!" 

"S'truth," Danny exclaimed. "Into one another." 
"Lissen," Joe hissed, "I'll tell you how itis..." 


Basher and Danny settled back, smiles wreathing their 
faces. 
They'd accomplished what had been uppermost in their 
minds - making 
Joe elaborate. They didn’t dislike Hawkins. They were just 
miles apart 
in time from his generation. And, they both knew that 
discussions were 
very vital when cooped-up in a cell. Silence could drive a 
man 
bird-crazy. Basher had done more than one lot of porridge. 
So had 
Danny. This prodding had resulted from experience. A good, 
old-fashioned argument could make yet one more day flow 
into night 
faster... 


"Me mates had a corner table in the boozer," Joe said with 
eyes 
closed tight to bring back a vivid memory, "that's something 
we have 


over you old coots - we can afford to buy a few pints 
whenever we like!" 


"Billy was there... Billy. Endine, a bloke | trusted!" Joe 
opened his 
eyes and glared at Danny. Some of the recall tarnished in 
the light of 
subsequent events. Then, he gritted his teeth and traced 
back down the 
years to when Billy had been sincere. 


"The barmaid was a cow an' hot for Billy. We'd ganged her 
a few 
times..." He smiled mysteriously. Tacked to a different 
course. 
"Billy had word - The Shed mob were goin' to wait for us 
after the 
match..." 


"Shed?" Danny asked perplexed. 


"Bleedin' Chelsea supporters," Joe replied with some 
exasperation. 


"Oh!" Danny lapsed into knowledgeable silence now. It had 
been 
some years since the Rat attended soccer matches and he 
was currently 
behind in those terms designating various factions in this 
new-style 
warfare that went on up in the terraces. He had not seen 
the slogans 
aero soled on subway walls, in toilets, on any gable-end 
available 
throughout the land. Aggravating things like: MILL WALL 
BOOT 
BOYS - Q.P.R. FOR AGGRO - THE SHED OVER ALL! Danny had 
been a steamer merchant but his confinement had covered 
some seven 


years and that was one helluva difference in this 
progressive, 

permissive era. If he had ever known about such goings-on 
he would 

probably have touted for slogans announcing JOE HAWKINS 
IS THE 

GREATEST. 


In Joe's vain-laden opinion that could have been more 
devastating 
than anything else. A slap in the eye for those teachers who 
condemned his followers. A notch in the gun to erase 
criticism. A 
great big reason for having all those who professed to 
emulate his 
behaviour patterns brought to public notice and get the 
newspapers - for 
once - talking about the new rise of the cult. And Joe 
realised that no 
matter what anyone wanted to call them, skinheads were 
far from 
rolling over to play dead. They’d progressed into 
suedeheads and now 
bootboys. But, basically, the standards remained - skinhead 
standards! 


Basher had an in-built impatience that brooded ill for those 
going 
against his wishes. "Wot about the game, Joe?" he 
demanded. 


Accusing Danny of interrupting his train of thought, Joe 
coughed, 
and said: "The game wasn't much. Chelsea won by a fluke - 
bleedin’ 
ref was afraid of The Shed, that's why! We'd gone tooled. . 


"Tooled?" Basher wanted to know. 
"Home-made coshes, knucks, the like..." 
"Christ - you don't fight with fists?" 


Joe glared at Basher. "We ain't got bloody fists the size of 
yours," 
he said. 


Basher laughed and gave a display of knuckles in the flesh 
to make 
Joe envious. 


"Put the mincers away, Basher," Danny grinned. 


Waiting until the heavy merchant stowed his massive 
"tools", Joe 
began to regret telling the tale. He was no more than a 
sounding board 
for this illiterate pair. A bring-me-up-to-date reporter, filling 
in the 
gaps for them getting out of the Moor. The more he 
cogitated, the 
more convinced he was that they were ready to step 
outside and face a 
world totally alien to their make-up. He hadn't pried, but he 
Suspected 
that each had been in here for longer than he cared to think 
about. 
Longer than he wanted to be incarcerated for - and that was 
life ... a 
tenuous sentence always dependent upon what the Home 
Secretary of 
the day decided was adequate punishment - or what those 
bowler-hatted 
bastards occupying Whitehall's plush offices figured was 
just under the 
circumstances. They - the Whitehall Civil Service brigade - 
were the 


ones Joe feared most. Those frosty know-all-but-know- 
nothings 

fighting for a place on the next Honour's List as they filled 
out 

inconsequential forms, wrote scurrilous reports and tried 
their 

damnedest to undermine what the national majority had 
decided was a 

fit and proper punishment. They were the culprits of 
injustice. The 

real "niggers in every woodpile of democratic failing”. 
Governments 

came and went over five-year periods but the staid, 
unyielding 

Whitehallites stayed to grow stronger with each and every 
new ministry 

created; to use their power to violate electoral decisions; to 
castigate 

old friends for long-haired new alliances - or that most 
insidious of all 

betrayals , white shall not be heard as black might is right! 


"Bloody wogs!" Joe snapped. 


Danny stared at him, shrugging as Basher raised eyebrows 
in query. 


Joe caught their dilemma and grinned. "Sorry -1 hate 
niggers!" 


Danny laughed. "The Race Relations Board will be citing 
you for 
contempt!" 


Ignoring Danny's remark, Joe rolled a smoke. He'd soon 
got the 
hang of making his own during his first stint inside. Now, he 
was 
almost professional. A real John Wayne type. All he needed 


was a 
bloody horse and a six gun. 


"Wot happened at the match?" Basher asked. 


Blowing a smoke-ring, Joe leant on an elbow and closed his 
eyes. 
"The fuzz were everywhere waitin' for trouble," he said 
softly. "The 


Shed wanted to get us outside where they'd have a chance 
to kick the 
hell outta us an' dodge down the streets they knew. 


"When half the kids spilled on to the pitch we took our 
opportunity. 
Billy slashed a bleedin’ greaser an' that started the 
rumpus!" He 
chuckled to himself. "Man, you shoulda seen those Shed 
bastards kick! 
| did five before one managed to catch me with an iron-bar . 


Basher shook his head sadly. "I dunno if | want to watch 
another 
football game, Danny." 


"Nor me," came the Rat's quick reply. 


Getting his pot out, Basher had a long leak. His crumpled , 
face 
looked thoughtful. "Menace - that's wot you are, Joe!" 


"Mate," Joe practically shouted, "I ain't half the bleedin’ 
menace 
blokes like you once were. " 


Buttoning his trousers, Basher smiled distantly. "We did our 
bit cos 
we had to, Joe. We didn't go round kickin' guys for the sake 
of hurtin’ 
somebody. Crissakes, | hated a lotta bleeders but that didn't 


mean | had 
to clobber 'em." 


"So how come you're in here?" Joe asked triumphantly. 


Basher settled against the wall, kicking his pot aside so 
that it 
splashed. "I killed a bird! An' bloody near tore her pimp- 
husband 
apart." 


Danny stared at Joe with a "forget it fast" look. On the 
heels of this 
he got to his feet, raised his dukes and said to Basher, 
“Come on, mate - 
show me how to fight." 


Basher grinned slowly. To Joe he said: "The shrimp don't 
like me 
getting riled!" He playfully jabbed and thudded a huge fist 
against 
Danny's ribcage. 


"| said show me - not bloody tear my chest out," Danny 
yelped, 
backing away now. 


Watching, the interplay, Joe wondered what would happen 
to him if 
Basher ever got mad. He didn't exactly like the prospect of 
ever having 
to face the gorilla man to man without the benefit of an 
equaliser. Not 
that a cosh could have stopped Basher once he'd got his 
dander up. The 
bloke was one of nature's granite structures. 


As Danny retreated back to his pad he whispered: "I'll tell 
you later. 
Leave it be, lad. Let's hit the sack!" 


Joe yawned. He respected Danny's desire to save them 
from some 
unspeakable exhibition of Basher’s rage. Much as he 
wanted to gloat 
over his aggro accomplishments, now was not the moment 
to pursue 
the topic. 


"Off with the gear," Joe said. "It's beddy-byes." 


Basher hoisted himself a few inches off the floor and gazed 
through 
the window with its view-spoiling bars. "It won't be long, 
mates..." 
Dropping back to the cell floor the giant grinned, unbuckled 
his belt 
and shamelessly exposed his privates. He scratched 
contentedly. 
"Jesus - won't it be terrific to have a bird in bed again?" 
Danny grunted. Joe frowned. Both had their private 


thoughts on 
that subject. .. 


CHAPTER THREE 


NIGHT on the Moor brought forth mist and still. It didn't 
matter 
where one sought shelter, the damned dreariness was 
everywhere. It 
shrouded prison and village without care for status. Jailbird 
and free 
man suffered alike. 


With blankets pulled round him to keep out the insidious 
cold, Joe 
thought about birds. He could hear Basher's log-cutting 
snores ripping 
the cell apart: Danny's small whimpers as nightmares 
plagued the Rat. 


If | could get out for a few hours which bird would 1 want 
most? Joe 
thought. 


He'd always had lots of birds chasing after him. When he'd 
done 
the coalman bit some of the housewives had hit the heights 
of real 
non-paying pleasure for a few sacks extra. Then, there’d 
been Sally. 
And that Lottie Newman he'd laid when he was on the run. 
Marissa 
hadn't been bad either. 


Which one? 


He twisted and hauled the bedclothes into the small of his 
back. 
The mist wouldn't let up. He felt its creeping chill permeate 
the cell, 
slide down under the blankets. His teeth rattled once before 
he bit 
down on his lip - hard. 


Brenda MacCloy. . . 

A warming glow filtered through his flesh. 
Brenda MacCloy... 

God - what a bird! 


His eyes grew heavy as mental visions tormented him. In 
the few 
seconds between knowing where he was and dreaming 
about long past 
events, he sensed a self-induced hypnotic well-being flood 
his mind. A 


desire to recapture those splendid moments afresh ... And, 
as regular 
breathing heralded slumber, he slipped back... back... 
back to a day 
that had begun like so many others... 
KKK 


Heaving coal didn't exactly appeal to Joe but those four 
days weekly 
brought him more rewards than mere pay-packet. The perks 
counted 
for much - like some of the birds and, too, the fiddles that 
made Joea 
few quid per delivery shift. 


The Point flats had their quota of characters. Women like 
that bitch 
Bassault, French whore with a golden reputation for a/ways 


relieving 

frustrations. There was Mrs. Marinor, too - middle-aged 
nympho who 

thoroughly enjoyed having her lily-white flesh blacked by a 
panting 

coalman's exertions. 


If he cared to count the birds who'd offered their all for a 
few 
additional bags of winter warmth, Joe would have needed an 
abacus. 
As it was, he seldom finished his day without at least 
sniffing around a 
threesome of ivory thighs. 


One bit he was determined to screw lived in a terrace 
house backed 
by the Point's concrete apron. Ever since he took Mary the 
barmaid 
there for a good piece he had lusted after Brenda MacCloy. 
It seemed 
funny thinking of Brenda in that light. In fact, if Mary had 
known 
what got him so bloody excited that night she'd have 
chopped them off 
in disgust. 

There they were, banging away when suddenly he'd 
spotted Brenda 
standing naked in her bedroom. The enveloping darkness of 
the flats 
and the brilliance of a bare light hanging over Brenda's 
head had really 
thrown her nudity into startling clarity. 


Mary's urgent pleas went practically for a burton as Joe 
temporarily 
failed to do his duty. 


Christ, he thought hotly, /'ve delivered coal to the 
MacCloy’s for 
months and I've never once thought she was worth a tickle. 


"Jeeze, Joe... don't stop now!" 


Slamming home, Joe positioned himself so that he could 
keep one 
eye on Brenda even as Mary panted and gave hima 
Shadowed face 
contorted in frenzied passion. He'd never known such 
pleasure before. 
Brenda was dusting herself with talc, using a fluffy-puff: 
bending and 
parting thighs as she carefully powdered her most secret 
areas. 


"joe... yes, Joe... you'll kill me!" 


He drew back as Brenda's light went out. One small sliver 
illuminated the flat concrete now. Just enough for him to see 
Mary in 
partial collapse and Brenda vanishing into a dim hall. 

His fist banged into Mary’s bare ass, his voice tight, harsh: 
"Get 
your knickers on! Let's go..." 


Mary wailed. "No, Joe - don't be crude. Stay here a few 
minutes 
longer." 


"Wot for?" he asked brutally. "You've had it good." He 
zipped 
himself. "I'd like a couple of beers before they close." 


His mate on the delivery lorry was a man of about forty - 
an 
illiterate Cockney with a fantastic sense of humour but 
nothing else to 
qualify him as more than a plain worker starting a job with 


Joe. They 

did manage to hit it off, though. Principally because Joe let 
the old 

duffer have his share of perks. Like the bleedin' Marinor 
nympho. 


But not Brenda MacCloy! 


She was a new client... Joe laughed silently as he 
humped a 
hundredweight of slack through the backyard of the 
MacCloy 
"residence". He loved the way old lady MacCloy insisted on 
calling 
her one-up-one-down a bloody residence. Who did she think 
she was? 
A cheap tart flogging her thighs to any bloke with a few quid 
to spare - 
that was all. Another of Plaistow's willing female legions. 


He saw Brenda standing inside the kitchen. He got the 
urge fast. 
Dumping the slack, he knocked on the door. A week was a 
long while 
to carry a torch. 


Brenda glared at Joe from under her false eyelashes. She 
wore a 
cotton print dress, a sweater hanging open across her 
pouting breasts. 
She had hair like cornsilk as the Yanks were fond of saying. 
Her face 
had a hardness belonging to the East End yet, somehow, it 
avoided the 
terrible ravages of early bedroom wisdom most showed so 
clearly. 


"You payin’ today?" Joe asked as he fiddled the customer's 
receipt. 


"How much?" she countered unsmilingly. 
“Two-sixteen!" His eyes devoured her long legs. 


"Wait!" She stepped inside the house, out of sight. As he 
waited 
Joe cogitated the possibilities of laying her this morning. His 
mate 
wouldn't object to a delay. They worked on the premise that 
fifteen 
minutes here, half an hour there, was part and parcel of 
grafting. 

"Come back later," Brenda's voice said as she reappeared. 


"Mum 
says she's got to go the bank." 


Joe laughed with undisguised brittleness. "Nothing doing - 
either 
you pay cash orelse..." 


"You wouldn't shovel up the coal," she said with eyes 
widening. 

"| didn't mean that!" He leant against the door, moistened 
his lips. 
“There are other ways, you know." 


"You dirty bastard!" 
"Shit on that, Brenda." Joe leered. "I've seen you naked 


"Oh!" She placed a hand to her mouth but the face did not 
altera 
fraction. "When? Where?" 


The dialogue bored Joe. He liked getting right to the nitty- 
gritty. "I 
was screwing in the flats an' saw you powdering your 
ha'p'nny!" 


Flame shot from her eyes. Hot, lustful fire that licked round 
his 
groin. "You're crude," she accused without malice. 

His hand touched her thigh, found it warm beneath the 
cotton dress. 
He kept it there, squeezing suggestively. "I'll lay odds you're 
bleedin’ 
good." 


"We get the coal for nothin'?" 


"Sure!" His hand slipped down, under the dress, and came 
up the 
flesh to her crotch. 


"Come inside then," she said evenly and pulled his hand 
away. 


Although he wanted to get into bed as fast as possible he 
still took a 
squint at the house. The furniture had a cheapness 
belonging toa 
chain-store general line. The carpets were threadbare, the 
curtains in 
dire need of a wash. Smoke hung heavy in every room and 
a variety of 
empty bottles were in every comer - hurriedly shoved there 
bya 
Slovenly cleaner. 


Residence, he thought. Bank, too. 


He smiled as he followed Brenda upstairs into the rear 
bedroom. 
The only bank this pair had didn't possess a manager - just 
many 
depositors. 


She didn't let him have the honour of taking her dress off. 
Before 


he orientated himself she was throwing the cotton at a chair 
and 
starting on her brassiere. 


Okay, if it's a wham-bam affair. . . 


He dropped his trousers, wiped his dirty hands on his vest 
and 
chucked that, too. She was peeling her knickers down those 
long 
thighs. 


"You got something to wear?" she asked. 


In reply Joe grabbed her, flung her across the unmade bed 
and 
began pawing her ripe breasts. When she tried to speak he 
kissed her 
hard, shifting one hand to her stomach, then quickly - 
between her hot 
thighs. 


Her struggles ceased almost immediately. Instinctively, 
she reached 
for him, spread her thighs and squirmed into position under 
his boring 
weight. In seconds, he was in the saddle, riding furiously. It 
was a 
race, the stallion striving to keep pace with the frisky mare. 
The harder 
Joe drove himself the more demanding Brenda became. Like 
a pair of 
healthy young animals they chased the golden goal of 
passion, never 
pausing, never relenting until. . . 


Joe reared over her, panting, snorting. Her eyes opened 
momentarily, pleaded. Her hands clawed at his skin, her 
body 
thrusting upwards. Like an arrow he shafted straight to the 


bull's eye; 
implanted deeply .. . 


Slowly, her breathing returned to normal. "Christ - you're 
terrific!" 


Joe could hear sounds coming from the other bedroom 
now. 
Whimpering noises coming from a woman. He gazed down 
at Brenda. 
He'd make a habit of this, he thought. She's too good to 
bang once and 
forget. She pulled bedclothes over her sweat-filmed nudity, 
satiated - 
regular breathing and closed eyes, speaking of 
instantaneous dismissal. 


Taking his clothes, Joe left the room. He hesitated on the 
landing, 
then tip-toed to the partially opened door of the front 
bedroom. Mrs. 
MacCloy lay on her bed, naked. Alone. That in itself 
Surprised Joe. 
He studied the older woman, and had to admit he liked 
what was 
showing. He understood now why guys paid hard cash for a 
session 
between the sheets with her. She had everything in the 
right places 
and, what's more, each erotic region looked excitingly ready 
to cater for 
. Nature's basest desires. 


He grinned. What a score! What a bloody turn up for the 
books. 
First the daughter and then the old lady! 


He frowned, dropping his clothes in a pile outside the 
room. The 


suddenness of his daring left him stunned by the ease with 
which the 

scheme could be carried out. Padding downstairs, he 
searched the 

house until he found a pair of handbags hidden under a 
flattened 

cushion. It was a simple matter to put an owner's name on 
each - and 

to remove the old woman's cash. He counted it - sixteen 
nicker and 

loose change. Probably her earnings from the previous 
night! Brenda - 

poor bitch - had ten bob. He took pity on her and jammed it 
back inside 

her purse. 


After he'd stuffed the loot into his kick, he entered Mrs. 
MacCloy's 
bedroom and sat on the bed. It creaked. Loudly. Her eyes 
flew open 
and she gazed at him in fear. 


"I'm Joe Hawkins - the coalman," he said. 
"Get out," she squawked. 
"Ah, hell - let's have a bit?" 


At thirty-nine, Nora MacCloy still held traces of the beauty 
that had 
been hers as a teenage girl up North. She was a redhead, 
natural - as 
Joe could see. Her flesh had not yet gone to seediness and 
firm breasts 
jutted like promising fruit from above her flat, hard belly. 
Only the 
grey eyes showed the ravages of promiscuity and the 
necessity of. letting 
men have their way for pay. 


"How much is it worth?" the woman asked. 
"Your coal supply?" 


"Hop on!" She rolled on her back, the professional in her 
content to 
strike a bargain. She did not even look at him. After several 
years 
laying it on the bed, she did not anticipate finding his 
physical shape 
different from the others. 


Grinning, Joe climbed between her thighs, not in the least 
astounded by his readiness to delve into passion's warmest 
mysteries for 
the second time in less than fifteen minutes. Certainly the 
woman's 
cold, calculating ability to receive him and carry him down 
that 
wonderful road to fruition did not surprise. This was her job - 
just like 
heaving coal for him. 


At the crux of his pleasure Joe wanted to laugh. What a 
Weedin' 
lucky day this was - screwing daughter and mother and 
getting away 
with the takings! Christ, he thought as he finally slumped 
on that 
yielding soft body, the world is full of stupid bitches and 
SUCkers .« « » 


CHAPTER FOUR 


A BITTER wind blew off the Moor, sweeping their exercise 
yard. 
Danny, muffled against the seeping cold, did a little dance 
to warm his 
perished feet. He could just see Joe flapping arms out and 
under 
armpits. And Basher shuffling slowly behind the skinhead as 
if he 
alone did not feel the terrible weather. 

Thinking back down the years he had spent in jails, Danny 
had to 
admit that this one was the worst ever. He loathed the 
Moor: 
especially, he detested mist and cold combined. He didn't 
have a strong 
constitution. He had always suffered - even as a child - from 
a weak 
chest. This bloody long drawn out winter had really got to 
him. Each 


to his own but no sane individual could ever leave the 
Moor without 
bringing some side effect to torment him through those 
remaining 
years. 

l'm a goner if | don't get transferred soon, Danny thought. 


I'm not 
young, came in his mental torture. /'m old enough to be 


Joe's father. 
Christ, not that I'd wish that upon myself! 


"Why do I hate him so much?" he asked the wind ina 
whisper. 


"Move, Danny,” Norman's voice roared from nearby. 


The Rat danced faster, not daring to glance around. He 
didn't need 
a photograph to know what Norman's face looked like then. 
About the 
Same as usual when the man gave evidence of his authority 
- grim, eyes 
glittering, mouth a thin line across that gorilla-type lower 
jaw. 

"Norman's after 'im again," Basher growled to Joe. "One 
bleedin’ 
day... " 


Joe hurried forward. If Basher got started he wasn't going 
to be 
anywhere within range of those lethal fists. 


Most of the screws were decent chaps. Not Norman, 
though. He 
wore his love of Gestapo tactics on his sleeve. Rumour had 
it he'd been 
booted out of the Military Police for excessive brutality. 
Some of the 
blokes even ventured to suggest he'd been in the 
glasshouse for 
seriously beating up a soldier almost to the point of death. 


Danny blew on his frozen hands. He didn't give a damn 
about 
Norman. He wasn't one of the troublesome convicts. Fora 
beginning, 
he couldn't stand violence. His idea of crime consisted of 


getting a 

steamer and taking him on the grand tour of joints - 
collecting a 

percentage of everything the mug spent from the club 
operators. He'd 

played the game for many years, stealing a bankroll now 
and then when 

the steamer got too drunk to notice what he was about. 


Until Doris came along ... 


Danny's features hardened into icy barrenness. Doris... 
Wait until 
he got out! 


"Inside, you rotten lot!" Norman shouted. 


Somehow, Basher managed to get behind his cell-mate. 
Fora 
moment there was the possibility of a confrontation 
between warder and 
convict. Then, unhappily, Norman waved the line forward as 
his eyes 
showed acute displeasure with Basher's move. 


"Thanks," Danny whispered. 


Basher grunted. His action had not been one of 
comradeship. 
Nothing so gallant. Nor did it have anything to do with that 
old adage 
stating there was honour amongst thieves. There wasn't - 
regardless of 
what the blind do-gooders liked to believe. Basher just. had 
a 
deep-rooted hatred for Norman and had been looking for an 
opportunity 
to tackle the screw under a pretext of justification. 


Norman glared at Basher's enormous back.- Under no 
circumstance 
would he be tricked into a personal battle. He'd seen what 
the man was 
capable of - and the broken body of a victim hospitalised for 
months. 


From his rearguard position* Joe watched the shifting 
expressions 
on Norman's face and wondered what would happen if he 
stirred the 
shit between the pair. He felt that an incident could be 
arranged. He'd 
have to work on it! 


"When the hell is this weather goin' to clear?" Danny asked 
as he 
huddled on his bunk. "I was froze out there." 


Basher belched and rubbed his stomach. 


"| thought Norman was gonna kick up stink," Joe jabbed 
mercilessly. 


"Yeah..." Danny looked thoughtful. "He picks on little 
blokes 
like me!" 


"That's 'cause you don't fight back," Joe continued. 


"Me, fight?" Danny sounded astonished. "I ain't ever been 
a fighter. 
I'm a steam-merchant." 


Basher grinned. The cruelty of their fraternity suddenly 
came to the 
fore. "You'd bleedin’ fight if it was Doris, eh?" 


Danny's features collapsed into self-pity first, then 
unadulterated 


anger. Td kill 'er!" 


This was something Joe hadn't heard about and he asked: 
"Who's 
Doris?" 

Stretching full-length on his pad, Danny sighed. All the 
Signs of. a 
story wreathed him in a cloak of sad memory. Jamming 
hands behind 
his head he stared at the cracked ceiling. 


"Tell ‘im," Basher prompted. 


Danny nodded unconsciously, their immediate presence 
fading into 
obscurity as the greater impact of a face remembered 
flooding his "third 
eye" ... 


Even as he started speaking a vivid picture formed in the 
minds of 
his listeners - like they had been spirited into Danny's body 
and were 
actually re-living the entire event. 

x x OX 


It was January, and prospects for a white Christmas had 
long faded 
into an Indian summer that turned London's parks into 
havens for 
nature-lovers and perverts. Clubland basked in a flow of 
money as 
visitors continued to extend stays in the capital. 


For Danny, the weather meant a sunshine harvest as he 
roamed the 
West End, waited patiently outside the plush hotels and 
solicited men 
willing to pay for dubious pleasures. Danny was always 


careful not to 

mention birds. At least, not specifically. He didn't want to be 
nicked 

for pimping. He let it be understood that the places he could 
take a 

steamer were always brimful of shapely tarts and booze- 
addicted 

married women. He never said they could be had, though. 


By eight o'clock he'd made himself about fifteen quid. His 
last mug 
had wanted to be taken to the Strand Palace and, luckily, 
another was 
waiting on the pavement. Danny said good-bye to his 
profitable 
encounter, held the taxi door open for sucker number two 
and 
suggested, quite openly as was his format: "Care to have a 
guided tour 
of private members’ clubs, sir? | can sign you in as my 
guest. . . Mind 
you, you're not allowed to buy drinks!" 


That always got the American thrifties! 


For Danny's percentage he preferred Northern steamers. 
The 
hale-where's-the-bird type. The booze artists. The cheese 
with crumpet 
set. People who spoke a language he recognised and were 
willing to 
argue without turning nasty. 


Yanks, in Danny's estimation, were trouble-makers. Guys 
looking 
for pussy for free or ready to denigrate everything British 
because they 
had so much more, so much better Stateside. 


"Is that so?" The American mused, eyes wide and already 
calculating what this would mean in hard cash. 


“Our laws are crazy, sir," Danny laughed, trying to will the 
tall, 
lean bastard into the taxi. "Guests are allowed providing 
they don't go 
to the bar." He smiled - not that this made any difference to 
his rat-like 
expression. 


"These clubs, fella - are they ..." The Yank paused, 
conveying his 
most natural desires. 


"You know, sir!" Danny winked. "Lots of unattached people 
go 
there." 

The Yank took the bait, and hopped into the taxi. Danny 
caught the 
driver's lecherous eye and said: "Uncle Charles's. You know 
where." 


The driver scowled. That meant his tip would be normal. 
He’d 
expected somewhere hot, sizzling, an under-the-plunging- 
guy type 
clip-joint. A place where a cabby got a nicker a time for 
mugs. 


Danny settled back in his seat. "Got to watch these 
drivers," he 
warned like a good Samaritan. "They'd drop you in the 
middle of a 
bunch of crooks..." 


The Yank was appreciative. "We got 'em, too," he echoed 
generously. 


When they arrived and climbed the narrow, dark stairs the 
Yank 
had opened his heart to Danny. He carried about live 
hundred pounds 
in traveller's cheques, and wanted to experiment with a 
certain type of 
"broad" - one willing to trick her way through an ugly sex 
session. For 
this service, he offered Danny fifty. To the "dame", another 
fifty. 

Uncle Charles listened to Danny's lament with a 
sympathetic ear. 
He knew several birds with penchants for the unusual. But 
not one 
willing to go whole hog the way this American had 
described his fetish. 


"Sacre Bleu," Charles exploded. He had been in England 
twenty-two years and still flipped back to his French 
expletives when 
caught off-balance. "He's filthy, eh? None of our..." His 
face shone 
with an idea. "Doris!" His hands gripped Danny's shoulder 
hard. 

"Doris - yes! She'll do it -1 think." 


Danny shrugged off Charles’ strong hand and glared 
across the tiny 
room at Doris. His steamer nursed a drink, glowering now. If 
he 
wanted that fifty nicker he'd have to get that bloke switched 
on, fast. 


Doris belonged in a padded-room with a head-shrinker for 
company. She was a one-armed bandit addict. She could 
drink and she 
frequently varied her after-club hours in the pursuit of male 


and female 

pleasures. Her greatest asset was an ability to tease a guy 
to tears and 

then make him think he'd achieved the impossible when all 
he'd had for 

his stake was a feeble grope. 


Danny didn't like Doris and the feeling was mutual. 
Frankly, Doris 
didn't like anybody - not even her surgeon husband whose 
women 
patients seldom complained when he overshot the bounds 
of medical 
decency. And that was just about every day! 


"I've got a Yankee steamer," Danny muttered as he stood 
by Doris. 
“Loaded. Willin' to fork-out fifty for a bit of the other..." 


"Tell him to go fuck himself!" Doris snapped and pulled the 
handle 
as symbols chased one another round three metallic reels. 


"Crissakes, can't you stop feedin' that bloody machine an' 
talk 
money?" Danny exploded. 


"He's got five hundred in his kick!" 
Doris dropped a coin. "How much?" 
"You've got to let him do it. . ." 


Doris turned cold eyes on Danny. She had a pair of 
knockers big 
enough to nurse two healthy wolfhound pups. At forty-five, 
her hips 
had spread a little but her buttocks still looked exciting even 
if wrapped 
in a girdle. In her hard, detached way she wasn't a bad 
looker. 


"Do what?" she asked icily. 


Danny whispered for a full minute as Doris' face 
underwent drastic 
changes. When he finished she slammed a coin into the 
machine, and 
pulled the handle viciously. "Not me! " she snapped. "I 
wouldn't let 
my husband do that!" 


"How's your credit with Charles?" Danny asked. 


Doris stiffened. Everybody knew she was living ona 
breadline 
existence. Her husband had lowered the boom on her 
gambling 
pin-money. Charles had extended credit for the last time. 
Even the 
mugs she took for a taxi ride had dried up. She'd resorted to 
dropping 
her knickers in the toilet and having a quickie for the price 
of another 
hour's playing time and the hope of a jackpot to erase the 
memory of a 
jog on the loo. 


"You could do it," Danny urged. 


Doris glanced at the impatient Yank. The man had the 
build of an 
athlete, the features of a movie-hero, the wherewithal of a 
lengthy 
session on the one-armed bandit. 


"It won't hurt you," Danny said, hiding his grin. 


"He's going to be a big bastard," Doris complained. "I tried 
it once 
and didn't enjoy the feeling." 


"Jesus," Danny yelped. "Do you want loot or not?" 


"Will you come with us?" 
"Yes ae i 
"And smash him if he doesn't stop?" 


"If that's what you want!" Danny's patience was 
exhausted. 


"Okay - in a minute. Tell him I'll have a large Scotch." 


The hotel catered for half-hour grinds. A legitimate tourist 
had no 
hope of ever getting a room. What was £3-17-6 a night 
compared to an 
accumulated £25 for an outlay of quick-changed towels and 
the 
occasional sheet? 


Danny paid the bill, and got a fiver slipped to him. He'd 
made 
£1-7-6. His price was special rate. 


Their room typified the hotel's disregard for client comfort 
- an old 
brass bedstead, a creaking spring, a sagging mattress which 
had been 
pounded by a steady succession of men in a hurry to get it 
over with, 
and some tatty furniture barely fit for an almshouse in 
Victorian days. 


The Yank rubbed his hands and gave Doris five tenners. He 
lit a 
cigarette and settled on the bed, legs dangling. "Okay, babe 
- show me 
the muff!" 


Doris glared at Danny; smiled as she stowed the loot in her 
purse. 
For the Yank she had a special treat - or so she thought. 


“How about 
taking them off yourself?" 


"Shit, kid -1 ain't payin’ for cheap thrills," the man growled. 
"Kick 
the gear off - lemme see what's so goddam expensive." 
Doris froze. She faced the man .with hands on hips and 
bent the 
upper torso forward until she was breathing into his mouth. 
"Fuck you, 
Mac! What am | - a bleedin' mare for servicing? 


The man laughed, and grabbed Doris. His hand shot up 
under her 
dress and cupped - viciously. "You're hot. . ." 


Doris yelled. 


Danny came off his spectator's seat and started forward. 
"Sit down 
runt!" the man shouted. He seized a handful of Doris' dress 
right where 
it swelled over her breast. The right breast. He twisted, 
squeezed. 


Doris screamed. 


Danny felt as if his world had suddenly collapsed and the 
weight of 
continents was too much for his delicate frame. He sagged 
into the 
chair, hearing it groan under his negligible poundage. 


The Yank was having a ball now. He had Doris across the 
bed, 
Savaging her as he bared those parts his perversion desired 
most. Her 
bare buttocks reared large, white, round. Her girdle, 
knickers strained 
at her knees when she struggled to come erect. 


Danny couldn't take this. He lunged from the chair, and 
knocked 
the man flat with a passing blow. Doris took her chance and 
stood 
She didn't notice Danny in the far corner with his body 
doing a 
balancing trick to regain his equilibrium. She only saw her 
enemy - 
this bastard who'd dared to do what others had only 
dreamed of doing. 
She reached down, felt a loose spring, and pulled... 


Danny caught the flash of light catching the metal 
Springing loose 
from the ancient bed. He watched, fascinated, as Doris drew 
her arm 
back...up... behind her head. 


The Yank roared, raising a hand to ward off the blow. 
Danny 
wanted to vomit. He heard the crunch of metal on bone - 
the 
inarticulate sounds babbling from the steamer... 
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"The bitch," Danny said as he swung his feet to the cell 
floor and 
unfastened his buttons. He grabbed his pot, aimed and 
pissed. "She 
claimed | hit the geezer..." 


Basher nodded as Joe looked at the Rat in amazement. 
"An' they 
sent you up for that?" 


"Hell, you can't argue with the rozzers." 
"I'd have knocked her for six," Joe said. 
"What about the steamer?" Basher wanted to know. 


"What about the dirty bleeder? He got all he deserved." 
"He damn near died," Danny said softly. 


"You mean he didn't?" Joe expressed disgust by spitting at 
his pot. 
"What was the charge then?" 


Danny smiled. "They gave me a choice - GBH, attempted 
murder, 
you name it." 


"An' you confessed for a lighter sentence?" 


Danny sank back on his pad, closing his eyes. "Yeah - an' 
shut up! 
| wanna think about Doris..." 


Joe appreciated this and lapsed into silence. The trouble 
with 
blokes like Rat was they didn't take care of situations when 
they arose. 
Doris should not have been able to testify against him. She 
should have 
been a beaten pulp incapable of grassing. 


From all Danny had said, Joe guessed Doris to be a typical 
Soho 
bitch - but with a difference. Her surgeon husband would 
have had 
some influence with the fuzz. Maybe that, more than the 
Rat's 
mishandling of the arrest, had sent him to the Moor. 

Ah, shit on Danny and Doris! Joe thought. /'ve got my own 
problems. . . 


CHAPTER FIVE 


THOSE years spent behind bars had accustomed Charlie 
McVey to 
early rising. His wife, Martha, did not normally hear him get 
out of 
bed - but this morning she awakened immediately his two 
feet hit the 
floor. 


"What time is it, Charlie?" 


Weak chinks of light filtered through the curtains. Rubbing 
sleep 
from his eyes, Charlie peered at the loud-ticking clock on 
the dresser. 
"Five-thirty almost." 


"God - can't you catch a few more winks?" 


Charlie grinned and bent over the bed. He loved the 
provocative 
curves snuggled down under the blankets. Her face turned 
to his, their 
lips brushing without arousal. 


"I'll make a cuppa," she suggested. 


"Naw - let it go!" He straightened and scratched his flanks. 
"J'l 
smoke a fag an' get dressed." 

"You're not thinking of going out?" Anxiety tinged her 
voice. 


"Where the hell could a bloke go at this bleedin’ hour?" He 
laughed, and dangled it over her head with hands bracing 
him against 
the wall. "Love me?" 

A fingernail flicked and he hurriedly withdrew from her 
reach. 


"Vicious bitch!", he smiled tenderly. 


She rolled on her side, pulled the sheet over her head. A 
mumbled: 
"You thought I'd treat you to a special favour, didn't you?" 
came from 
somewhere inside the bed. 


Charlie didn't reply. Walking to the kitchen he found his 
cigarettes 
and lit one. He had heavy thinking to do. Alone. Martha 
couldn't be 
told - not after what he'd promised since his escape. 


Escape... 


His cold eyes hardened behind clouds of smoke. One name 
leapt 
into mind - Joe Hawkins! 


"The bastard!" he snarled aloud and savagely stubbed the 
cigarette 
out in the palm of his hand. Fleeting pain, at that moment, 
was out. 


The underworld grapevine had kept Charlie McVey 
informed of all 
that had happened to Hawkins since his arrest and trial. He 
knew 
exactly what prison Joe was housed in, even the cell 
occupants in the 
entire block where Joe and Danny and Basher resided. 


Forcing himself to think logically, calmly, McVey lit a 
second 
cigarette. Joe Hawkins would keep. The Moor seldom gave 
up those 
who it sheltered at Her Majesty's pleasure. Not, at least, 
until a parole 
board decided the time was fitting and proper or, by some 
fluke, a 
determined solicitor discovered fresh evidence to prove his 
client 
innocent of all stigma.- 


The caper... 


Charlie McVey knew the score, knew those with whom he 
would be 
expected to work in close harmony. Good lads all. 
Professionals like 
himself. Old hands at this lark - not a grass in the bunch. 


The money-man had big ambitions on this one. More than 
ten 
thousand shared between five of them and a minimum ten 
plus 
expenses for setting up the job to the non-active "partner". 
Charlie 
needed loot. He'd been spending heavily since his escape; A 
bloke on 
the run had to throw brass around if he intended to stay out 
of the law's 
clutches. Friendship alone did not guarantee a "safe roof’, 
cars that 
couldn't be traced, a shooter for emergencies. . Then, too, 
there were 
groceries, Martha's pocket-money and his booze and fag 
bills. 


Two grand... 


One for him and one for Martha should he be sent up 
again. 


He decided. Leaving his face unshaved, unwashed, he 
slipped 
quietly from the house and went to the telephone kiosk at 
the corner of 
the street. It wasn't working. He swore. Trust those bleedin' 
vandals! 
He walked on, unaware of the man changing direction and 
following 
him on the opposite side of the street. 


When he reached a busier road he located another kiosk, a 
working 
telephone. He saw the man then, but nothing registered. It 
was early, 
but men in working clothes did, after all, go abroad before 
seven 
o'clock... 
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Martha McVey wiped away the tears from her eyes and 
climbed 
from bed. In all the years she and Charlie had been married 
she had 
never once known a moment’s peace. If her husband wasn't 
in prison 
he was preparing a job that could easily land him right back 
inside. 

Charlie thought he had pulled the wool over her eyes. He 
hadn't. 
She'd seen it all many times. The impatience, the shortness 
of temper, 
the frantic desire to make love as if he, too, understood how 
long it 
would be before they shared intercourse again. 


Regardless of her own feelings, Martha would not stop 
Charlie from 
doing what he had to do. She could beg, plead, try to 
persuade him that 
the job was dangerous, not profitable, outside his scope. But 
she would 
not demand he yield to her. He was the master of his fate, 
she his 
companion - silent when final decisions must be taken. If 
Charlie was 
determined to get into trouble she just prayed it had 
nothing whatsoever 
to do with that Joe Hawkins. Anything else she could 
tolerate. But not 
a revenge caper! 


She went to the. kitchen, boiled water, and made a cup of 
tea. 
Waiting drove her crazy. She got out eggs, bacon, and sliced 
bread to 
occupy the lonely hour. 


And, when he finally returned, she smiled, made a fresh 
pot and 
started cooking breakfast as she listened to his lame excuse 
about 
running short of fags. She didn't open the drawer and show 
him the ten 
packets in there. What good would that accomplish? she 
asked herself. 
He would tell her when he had the job set-up ... 

x k OX 


The man in working class clothes smiled faintly and kept 
walking 
down the street. He'd noted the house number. That 


completed his 
freelance duty. Now it was up to the inspector! 


CHAPTER SIX 


WHATEVER Basher said about go-slows and not working 
his arse 
off for any Home Office prison system, he could no more 
withhold 
labour than a non-trade unionist trying to prove he, and he 
alone, 
deserved all the breaks and a higher wage. Basher was a 
product of 
East-End old-time slogging. He'd been around when men 
took home a 
few quid a week and thought they were on top of the world. 
Those 
were the days when a night out with a bird cost less than a 


"dollar? - 

and that included a cinema show, fish and chips afterwards, 
a jar or 

two, fags and busfare. 


They were also the days when a docker counted himself 
fortunate to 
knock-off one bottle of cheap wine instead of today's 
wholesale nicking 
of a case of expensive Scotch. Or ten thousand cigarettes. 
Or - as had 
happened - a brand new car. 


Basher worked because his metabolism refused to leave a 
job 
undone. All the screws knew about him - and invariably they 


played 
upon this. 


"If | sees another bleedin’ lot of dirty laundry," Basher 
announced 
when he slumped on his pad, "I'll spit!" 


Joe's gut rumbled. He wanted to fart - desperately. Beans 
always 
gave him wind. He squirmed on his bunk, held his cheeks 
tight 
together. Nothing would make him defy Basher’s rule that 
"those" 
stinks were to stay outside their cell. Especially when 
Basher was in 
one of his moods! He'd heard the big man rant and rave 
before, but not 
quite so vehemently as now. 


"Fuckin' Norman plagued me," Basher announced. "An' not 
a 
chance to do 'im!" 


Danny smiled, winking at Joe. A knowing wink. This was 
not the 
appropriate moment to antagonise their mate. 


"You know," Basher said smacking a huge fist against an 
open 
palm, "I could tear these bars out an' make a run for it!" 


Joe tensed. He wished Basher would do just that. Already, 
he was 
beyond caring. The Moor had taken its deadly toll of his 
ability to ride 
roughshod over adversity. There was something insidiously 
sapping 
being miles from civilisation, cooped-up in this grim fortress 
with only 
monotonous routine to offer reasons for day to day 


prolongation of life's 
faint spark. 


The urge to break wind became acute. 
Basher belched, then farted. 
Joe smiled, eased off his pad and did likewise. 


Basher's face darkened, grew more wrinkled and 
menacing. Then, 
he laughed. "One fer one, eh?" 


Joe nodded, relieved that the heavy had seen the funny 
side of 
rule-breaking. 


The tension in their cell vaporised. Basher lit a fag and 
settled 
against the wall, eyes distant now. 


"When | was a kid," Basher said, "we didn't have enough 
food to 
feed two never mind seven. Me old man worked his arse off 
trying to 
make an ‘onest livin’ but we wus broke by Wednesday an' 
the kids 
hadda go to shops to get stale bread and scraps of 
meat..." 


Joe had heard it all previously. Plaistow had been hard hit 
during 
the Hungry Thirties. Every family there had suffered the 
same 
diabolical malnutrition. That's what got him wild when 
bloody liberals 
started shouting about Asia's, and Africa's, starving masses 
today. 
They all conveniently forgot what the British had gone 
through. And, 
more important, how the British had risen above their 


poverty without 

help from outside. If the bleedin' wogs had any guts or 
concern for 

their own they wouldn't be screaming "Kill the British pigs" 
with one 

mouth and "Give us bread" with the other. 


"You isn't listenin'," Basher accused Joe. 
"Lam! | was thinking about my old man .. 


"Yeah?" Basher sounded surprised, looked pleased. He 
assumed 
that Joe sympathised with his father's plight during those 
lean years. 
Instead, if he could have eavesdropped inside Joe's mind, he 
would 
have discovered a basic truth - the teenager didn't give a 
damn. His 
simple philosophy revolved around a pathological hatred for 
coloured 
races and anything "smelling" of softness. 


Joe didn't enlighten his cell-mate. As far as he was 
concerned, 
Basher's childhood hardships were long past, none of his 
business. He 
didn't want to hear how shoeless kids fought to survive. Nor 
know 
about hunger marches. Nor be brainwashed into accepting 
anything 
but his personal code of violence for the sake of kicks. 


For half an hour Joe was forced to listen, though. Nobody in 
his 
right mind would try to zipper Basher's mouth once the 
heavy got off 
on a sentimental journey. Especially in an enclosed space 
and without 


an effective defensive weapon. Those ham-hock hands 
spoke louder 

than mental objections and a desire to say, "Drop dead, 
bum!" 


Uppermost in Basher's talkativeness was the story of his 
biggest, 
greatest caper. Perhaps, Joe mused, it would have sounded 
much more 
exciting if Basher had a neat turn of phrase. But no! Split by 
Fs, Cs 
and Bs and totally lacking punch, the tale degenerated 
Slowly into a 
sentence-groping series of events without end. 


Danny said it all when he remarked, "Poor Basher - 
imagine that, 
Joe. Fifty thousand, feet away, and the rozzers walk in!" 


Joe smiled to himself. He could have stirred it for the Rat. 
And 
didn't! Basher had his mad-dog expression doing wonders 
to the 
rough-hewn quarry of his face. He nodded quickly, saying, 
"Yeah - 
some bleedin’ luck." 


Basher relaxed slightly. "I got the fuckin' grass," he told 
them with 
fists larger than intercontinental missiles raised high. The 
fingers 
opened, circled, closed as if squeezing a neck between 
them. "E still 
can't talk proper!" 


After lights-out, Joe thought about Basher's hard luck story. 
It got 
him walking down memory lane again. The Rat snored 
fitfully as 


Basher grunted and twisted on the rocking back of a 
nightmare. 
Whatever dark road the bug man was travelling he wasn't 
enjoying the 
trip. 

There had been a change in the weather that day and the 
cell 
seemed oven-hot. The mist that usually drifted across the 
purpled 
moors had not formed and a slivered moon hung high above 
the 
window bars. Head on rocky pillow, Joe stared at the moon - 
seeing it 
minus the ugly bars. Seeing it as he had from the top of 
Arnold's 
penthouse suite... 


God, he'd been a bloody mug in those days! 


The money he'd spent getting gear to make himself 
different. 
Shirts, strides, socks, coats, jackets. Letting his hair grow 
into a 
suedehead style. How wrong he'd been hadn't manifest 
until later. 

Blast that bastard Arnold! 

Nobody - but nobody - knew anything about Arnold. 

Nor about the jackpot that eluded Joe at the final moment! 

Christ, if | had the bastard here, I'd kill him! 

Joe placed hands behind head, elevating his eyes. That 
moon... 

The smell of flowers floating on still air... 


Lights from the octopus-city dazzling in a far-below lonely 
world. 


Music gently reaching him as he knocked back a third 
Scotch... 


x OK OK 


Stan Arnold belonged where bowler-hatted Guards officers 
congregated. He came from what was called an impeccable 
background. The right school, the correct social standing, 
the perfect 
demeanour. Added to this, wealth in dribbles from a 
tolerating father. 

"When the old chap dies", Arnold was fond of stating, "I'll 
inherit a 

cool million". Then, with a small grin he would add - "Or 
two!". His 

calculated vagueness usually left people impressed. 


Joe Hawkins was not able to comprehend such vast 
amounts of 
money. Although he had reached a stage when the 
corrupting power of 
the ready meant a great deal, background obliterated any 
concept of just 
what a couple of million could do for a man. 


"Want another drink, Joseph?" 

"Joe ... | hate that bloody Joseph!" 

Arnold laughed. "Abbreviating a given name is taking the 
Christ 
out of Christian..." 

Joe did not grasp Arnold's thinking. Nor he did he try too 
hard. 
The man was forever making statements, offering wisdoms 
far beyond 
Joe's capabilities to follow. 

"| may give up the flat," Arnold suddenly announced. "I'm 
toying 


with the notion of getting a country residence where | can 
feel like a 
squire and breathe in fresh air - not this stench." 


Gazing down into the bustling city with its sounds faintly 
rising.up 
the glass-concrete pillar of their building, Joe: thought 
Arnold was 
crazy. This had to be the perfect abode: Smack in the heart 
of 
everything. Elevated into the stars. 


For an ex-skinhead whose ambitions were driving him 
forward at an 
alarming rate, Joe Hawkins had mentally accepted Arnold's 
penthouse 
Suite as the end-all of high living. It had the works - balcony 
perched 
over the distant streets, step-down lounge, three bedrooms, 
furnishings 
supplied by Harrods, all the equipment to make coming 
home 
worthwhile. The music drifting from a super hi-fi set did not 
disturb 
neighbours, the floral boxes were attended to by a paid 
specialist in City 
decorations of the type seen outside, large offices . in and 
around 
Moorgate, Cheapside, Princess Street. Curtains, lights, 
private lift from 
the ground floor all controlled from a master-switch panel. 
Maid 
service daily. 

"You're mad," Joe said simply. 


"Am |?" Arnold stared at the moon riding above his tower 
home. 


"Am |?"-he repeated slowly. 
"If | could afford..." 


Arnold turned fast. He was taller than Joe by two inches. 
Leaner, 
too. Athletic to boot. Women found his dark looks attractive, 
his 
piano-player's hands interesting. Even discerning males had 
to admit 
secretly that Stan Arnold had it going for him. 


"You could afford it, Jos... er, Joe!" 


"The hell | could." Joe held out his empty glass. "This 
bleedin’ 
place costs a bomb." 


Arnold swung the drinks trolley between them, then 
poured a 
healthy Scotch from his private stock. "Fifty quid a week 
..." The 
brown eyes laughed silently at Joe's shocked expression. "A 
reasonable 
figure in any language, don't you agree?" 

For the first time in their brief relationship, Joe felt he was 
being 
patronised. He didn't enjoy the sensation. Nobody laughed 
at his 
expense. Not for long, anyway. 


"Have you ever wondered why | selected you as a 
confederate?" 
Arnold asked softly. 


Joe had. Often. They had little in common. 


"This building is owned by an international banking 
concern," 
Arnold said before Joe could reply to his question. "The first 
six floors 


house a computer complex able to. pinpoint a man's worth 
ina 

multitude of currencies. The ground floor is, essentially, a 
bank open 

to the public, but, strictly, it is a front for the major project 
in hand - 

speculation. Without boring you, Joe - we are on hallowed 
concrete. 

Every morning a group of individuals enter and take their 
desks. They 

hold our future on a platter called profit. Company profit. 
Investor’s 

profit. You've heard of the Gnomes of Zurich - well, these 
boys make 

the Swiss dwarfs look like simpletons. They’re experts in 
downfalling 

governments, in making millionaires out of dust, in creating 
hobos 

from successful businessmen." 


Joe downed his drink and gestured for a refill. All this went 
over 
his head - like the high-flying moon in her silver spoon. 
"Where do | 
come in?" Joe asked while Arnold poured. 


"Nothing - and everything! Nothing if you're satisfied with 
your lot. 
Everything if you need money." 


The Scotch was potent stuff. A malt. A bagpipe swirling 
headiness 
effectively blotting out caution. Joe braced himself against 
the balcony 
rail as street lights waved disastrously below. 


Arnold saw the signal - that red-light warning of alcoholic 
over-indulgence. He wheeled the drinks trolley into the 


lounge, 

gesturing at a sofa. Joe followed, slumping on to the air- 
cushioned 

comfort. 


"I want loot," Joe said thickly. 


"Taking into account all the currencies in the vaults, | 
estimate we 
are sitting on sixty-five million pounds..." 


Joe sobered slightly. "I don't believe it!" 


Arnold laughed, pouring a drink for himself - gin and tonic. 
Lots of 
tonic. "Correct! Don't believe it! For the man in the street 
there isn't 
anything approaching that total. In hard cash - our value of 
what it is, 
or is not, money in the pocket for spending - there is a mere 
four 
million." 


"Can | have an Alka?" Joe asked. 
"The fizz?" Arnold chuckled. 


"Fuck you - yes!" Joe felt terrible. His head groaned 
explosively. 


Arnold had remedies on his trolley. In less than a minute he 
had 
fixed a bromide for Joe and poured a refresher gin for 
himself. A 
lifetime spent in wheeling-dealing amongst those who took 
drink as 
cloth-capped workers took tea had indoctrinated Arnold to 
the 
necessities of moderation within over-all capability. 


"Did you hear what | said about four million?" Arnold asked 
as Joe 


pulled a face. 


Setting his empty Alka-seltzer glass down on a coffee 
table, Joe 
nodded. "Yeah - | heard! And I don't see what it's got to do 
with me." 


"You could have a Share of it. .." 


With startling suddenness Joe visualised a hundred quid 
and 
attempted to multiply that bundle of notes into one million. 
His failure 
left him completely unmoved at the fantastic figure of four 
million. 
Somewhere, he had gotten bogged down in the mire of 
counting, of 
seeing tenners heaped one atop the other in recognisable 
piles. 


Arnold didn't need a seeing-eye dog to show him where 
Joe 
Hawkins had gone astray. Environment, background, a 
natural 
expenditure of less than his annual rent all contributed to a 
mental 
block that refused to double - or treble - fortunes to come. 
Not that Joe 
could ever hope to inherit anything more than a council 
house, a Go-Op 
insurance policy and, if lucky, a union superannuation 
contribution on 
his father's death. A pittance. A few coppers tip. Less than 
Arnold 
spent in a slow evening. 


"My plan calls for several experts,” Arnold explained 
hurriedly 
before Joe's doubting reached impossible proportions. 


"Safecrackers, 

electronics men, strong-arm goons. About ten would suffice. 
Naturally; I'd take a big slice of the loot - about thirty per 
cent. After 

that, allowing for expenses and a six month period during 
which none 

of us would try to spend the money, I'd say the man by 
man share 

would approximate three hundred thousand." 


Joe blanched. He'd never dreamed of such a windfall. 
Occasionally, he filled in a Litthewood's coupon but even 
that had been 
more hope than wish, and the maximum he ever 
anticipated on an eight 
draws week roughly hit the five thousand mark. 


"| could start the ball rolling, Joe," Arnold said. 
Joe gulped, his head, throbbing. "You're kiddin’. .. " 
"I'm deadly serious", came the retort. 


"But..." Joe gulped, striving to get his mind working in top 
gear. 


"But nothing! Look, I'll be honest with you - | kept looking 
for. 
somebody with guts enough to handle certain aspects of 
this robbery. | 
found you. If you're not with me then sorry . . 


Joe found himself staring into a menacing face. Arnold 
wasn't 
joking. Nor did he intend letting Joe go free since his 
disclosure now 
placed the scheme in jeopardy. That was very evident. 


"Headache?" Arnold asked solicitously. "A result of a subtle 
poison. 
You see, | take precautions. Nothing to worry about, old 


chap. Not if 

you agree to help me out but..." and he bent closer, "A 
helluva 

problem if you don’t!" 


Joe fought to come erect. Couldn't. His legs and upper 
arms were 
partially paralysed. 


"South American Indians use this to disarm their victims 
prior toa 
major attack on a neighbouring village," Arnold caustically 
remarked. 


With undisguised disgust the wealthy scion poured a gin 
and tonic. 
Relishing the taste, he smacked his lips, grinning at Joe's 
predicament. 


The bastard! Joe thought. He's nobbled me! 1 can't move! 
I've got 
to play his game - fingers crossed! 


Arnold sat back, drink poised before his face like a mask. 
"Let me 
elaborate. | enjoy instant money the way some people like 
having a 
Cuppa tea. It may not always be the same as a matured 
variety but it 
does one good momentarily. | have prospects but my 
appetites are 
enormous and catching up on what is available. | want a 
nest-egg and 
that's where you - and others - come in!" 


Joe stopped fighting the drug. His mind had not been 
dulled. He 
could see, hear - but not speak. 


Arnold placed his drink on a table, went to a cupboard and 
withdrew a scale model of an office. Placing this where Joe 
could 
follow his plan, Arnold expressed admiration: "Isn't it a 
beaut? | got it 
from the architect. Of course," and he laughed, "he didn't 
realise why | 
wanted it." 


Taking a pen from his pocket, Arnold traced a path through 
the 
scale-model until he reached a massive vault. "This is where 
the loot 
will be, Joe. Strictly speaking, | do not have access to the 
offices from 
my suite but notice here..." Then pen poised over a small 
opening in 
an inside wall of the layout. "This is a vent opening on to my 
lift shaft. 
Now, | have studied the workings of elevators and | can 
guarantee to 
halt my private lift at exactly this spot nine times out of 
ten." 


Joe didn't get the drift of Arnold's thinking and his worried 
eyes 
said so. Also, he had doubts if money would be left 
overnight in. a vault 
without the precaution of a night guard being on duty 
somewhere in the 
building. 


Arnold appeared to read Joe's mind with alarming ease. He 
chuckled and said: "The guard can be knocked out with the 
poison | 
used on you! That'll give us six hours.to force the vault... 
between his 
reports, | mean!" 


The smell of stolen money tickled Joe's fancy. 
"Getting interested?" 
Joe's eyes flashed brightly. 


"Ah!". Arnold finished his gin and poured a fresher. "I 
imagined 
you might," he continued. "You're a mercenary type, 
Hawkins. One of 
nature's greedy. 


‘If | could move I'd kick the shit out of his leering face! 


Returning to the scale-model, Arnold pointed again at the 
vent. 
"The. roof on my lift has an escape hatch," he told the 
immobile Joe. 
“Our 'troops' can climb through that, unscrew the vent, 
enter the office. 
We can get all necessary gear in the same way. An expert 
safecracker 
should manage the job within the time limit. To confound 
the police 
we'll force ground-floor windows once the loot and 
equipment has been 
removed to a safe address - one of my choosing, naturally." 
Grinning, 
Arnold lifted his drink, silently toasting his own brilliance. 


It might work, Joe thought. 
"It will work," Arnold said cheerfully. 
The bastard's doing it again! 


Taking a small vial from his pocket, Arnold bent over Joe. 
"Blink 
once for yes, twice for no," he said. "Do you want to be 
counted in?" 


Joe blinked - once. 


"Quite right, my boy! I’d do the same under the 
circumstances - but 

.." and Arnold's face hardened. "No tricks, | am armed and 
| won't 
hesitate to shoot if you try any nonsense. Agreed?" 


Joe blinked again - once. 


Arnold uncapped the vial, forced Joe's head back and let a 
few drops 
of colourless liquid trickle down his throat. Then, stoppering 
the glass 
container, he stepped back. "Three minutes and you'll feel 
terrific," he 
remarked. 


As they waited for Joe's mobility to come back, Arnold 
went to a 
desk, unlocked a drawer and took a wicked-looking .38 
revolver from 
it. "Loaded," he said for emphasis. 


Joe could feel sensations flowing down into his legs now.. A 
taste 
like bitter lemon filled his mouth. His fingers moved and, 
slowly, the 
paralysis departed. 


"Be here tomorrow night," Arnold commanded when Joe 
got to his 
feet. "I'll have the others gathered for a conference." 


"| thought you hadn't contacted anybody else yet?" Joe 
asked. 


Arnold grinned. "Don't believe what | tell you. I'm a natural 
liar." 
The gun beckoned to the door. "Okay, out." 


Unable to think of a suitable retort, Joe stepped into the 
express lift 


and soon whooshed down to the ground. Automatically, the 
street door 
locked behind him. 


Looking up the towering building to where a faint glow 
showed the 
penthouse suite perched atop the concrete taper, Joe was 
filled with a 
sense of awe. Stan Arnold lived in an impregnable fortress - 
a king 
with all the ancient vices and a desire to rule even larger 
horizons. 
Well, kings had a habit of coming up against forces they 
could not 
control. Canute for example. And Joe Hawkins would, one 
day, prove 
Stan Arnold's vincibility ... 


Changing into overalls. Joe listened to the whispered 
conversation 
between John Smith and Lou Gold. They, in his mind, were 
the 
niggers in this woodpile. Given an opportunity to voice an 
objection he 
would have declined to work along with the blokes. Gold, for 
one, had 
a reputation for those at the Yard - like a brother-in-law. 
Nobody 
would ever convince Joe that Smith didn't capitalise on this 
family link. 


Smith was sorting out a pulley and rope, Gold examining 
his 
tool-kit. 

"It’s crazy..." Gold said. 


"Yeah! Ah, what the hell - we haven't anythin’ to lose." 
"There'll be a stink...” 
Smith yanked rope and almost caught a finger in the 


pulley. 
"Jeezus - shut up! | can't concentrate." 
"We could still pull out. .. " Gold whispered urgently. 
Arnold's voice cut through their conversation. "Get those 
pulleys in 
here, Smith!" 


Joe smiled knowingly as he walked past the pair. The open 
bedroom door did not invite further discussion and Smith 
signalled his 
mate to follow Joe. 


Arnold and the others were waiting impatiently. They'd 
started off 
with an idea of ten men. Now it was down to six - anda 
larger share 
for each. Nobody had asked what had happened to the 
Ilford mob since 
their first full meeting. Nobody dared. Especially, Joe. He'd 
had 
private proof of Arnold's ability to dispose of unwanted 
personnel. Like 
his present companions, what they didn't know wouldn't 
count against 
them if a few corpses turned up face down in the Thames. 


"Get into your harnesses," Arnold snapped, consulting his 
expensive 
watch as a general would prior to a dawn mounted attack. 


Joe didn't care for this aspect of the. new plan. Originally, 
they'd 
intended to climb from the lift and enter the sixth floor in 
relative 


comfort and ease. Now, they were going to be lowered from 
pulleys 

attached to the elevator overhead support with the lift left 
at the bottom 

of the shaft. Arnold had been the bright boy to make this 
switch. He'd 

investigated every loophole and considered it unwise to 
arouse the 

night-watchman's suspicions. In the empty building every 
noise could 

be clearly heard. And that included the noise of his lift 
motor engaging 

at ground level and ending at penthouse suite. The time lag 
wasn't 

much but a variation could bring about an enquiry - 
something to be 

avoided at all accounts. 


Gold used his probe, sliding back the lift entrance door. 
The dark, 
yawning chasm of the shaft waited. Smith gestured, waited 
until two of 
the men held his thighs before leaning into the shaft and 
tossing a rope 
upwards over the support. This done, he adjusted the 
pulleys and 
stepped back satisfied. 


_"You!re first, Blaine," Arnold said. 


Hooking himself to the rope, Blaine went out of sight, his 
harness 
holding him securely. 


"Hawkins next!" 


When the rope got slack, Joe hauled it up and hooked on. 
He didn't 
enjoy the darkness swallowing him as he descended the 


shaft. He kept 

thinking about the drop - the bloody long drop to the lift's 
ground-floor 

position. He was thankful when he reached the removed 
vent and 

climbed through. 


Once his heart ceased to pound he sent the rope back up, 
nodded to 
Blaine and quickly left the office. This was the part of the 
job for 
which he'd been picked. The immobilisation of the 
watchman. 


The foyer lights bathed a huge mural in brilliance. Keeping 
toa 
wall, Joe managed to make it beyond the plate-glass street 
doors 
without being seen by a casual passer-by. A short corridor 
entered the 
foyer to one side of the reception desk and a light shone 
from an 
enclosed office down this. Muted music echoed weirdly in 
the deserted 
building. 


Joe smiled grimly. Trust bleedin' watchmen to entertain 
themselves 
on the job! Just like his old man and those docker mates of 
his - always 
looking for some excuse not to earn their living. If they 
weren't 
huddled in a comer playing poker, they'd be dodging the 
boss down 
some ship's hold. 


It was not a home-made cosh Joe carried tonight. At least 
he'd won 


one argument with Stan Arnold - a good smash on the 
noggin' followed 

by force-feeding of the paralytic drug would keep the 
watchman real 

quiet. And also keep Joe happier. Although he knew the 
effectiveness 

of Arnold's South American poison he didn't trust it to work 
on 

everybody. Penicillin was terrific for some patients and 
deadly for 

others. So with this "wonder" product. . . 


He could see the watchman now. An old geezer wearing 
spectacles 
and a grubby cap. A transistor radio blasted music from a 
desk as the 
man chewed contentedly on a doorstep sandwich. A 
thermos of tea - or 
coffee - slowly escaped steam beside an empty cup. 


Joe tapped his cosh against the other palm. According to 
Arnold's 
time schedule the man was due to make his first telephoned 
report in 
less than ten minutes. Once he did that. .. pow! Like in the 
comics. 


Waiting as the old man finished off his meal, Joe wondered 
how 
Arnold's experts were coping with the vault. From their trial- 
run 
estimations they'd assumed the vault alone would take five 
hours to 
force. Before that, however, the electrical circuits and a new 
computerised alarm system had to be knocked out of action 
without 
setting off a direct police signal. That's where their 
electronics bloke 


came in - crossing the lines to set-up a dummy "safe" 
pulsation. 


Come on you bastard! Joe thought as he felt his legs tire 
of standing 
motionless. Make the bleedin’ call. Get your head out here 
where | 
can smash you! 


It was against his nature to hold back. Only the call of a 
half-million made him stick to Arnold's strict instructions. 


God, half a million quid! 


With their numbers cut drastically each man stood to get a 
grubstake worthy of a successful plane hijack. 


What the hell can I do with five hundred grand? Joe asked 
himself. 


Christ, birds and booze and sunshine... that's what. His 
hand went 

automatically into his pocket. The poison! If he worked it 
right he 


could nobble the bleedin’ lot and get the whole lot for 
himself! 


Shit on that! 


He smiled at his reflection in an office door. A grim smile. 
Stan 
Arnold wasn't a man to cross. He hadn't forgotten the 
mysterious 
vanishment of the Ilford mob. Something had happened to 
them - 
either forced-feeding of Arnold's drug or final curtains. He 
didn't like 
to have that end, and decided it was a temporary measure 
to keep their 
traps shut until after the robbery took place. 


Six months before he'd have a bloody penny! That rankled 
although 
Arnold's wisdom made sense. If any of them suddenly 
started blowing 
it in the dives they'd be fuzz bait for sure. 


The watchman screwed the thermos top back on. 


Joe fondled his cosh. Christ, it'd been a long while since he 
bashed 
a head. What he wouldn't give to kick the bastard in the 
balls. Maybe 
he would - for kicks! That sounded good inside his mind. A 
kicking for 
kicks... 

The shrill ringing of the telephone shook him up. 

This wasn't expected! 

He tensed - watched the man answer. 


Straining, he could just about make out some of the words. 
He felt a 
cold chill race down his spine... 


What a fuckin’ time for the old man’s daughter to be 
having a kid! 

Arnold should be told - hell no, he'd handle it without 
getting 
further instructions! He'd waited long enough. All that was 
necessary 
was to keep the old duffer out until they bust open that 
bloody monster 
vault. 


One minute...two...three... 
There he goes! 


The cosh felt right in his hand. He couldn't hear but he 
knew - this 


was the check-in with the fuzz. The report that all was well. 


The man clipped on his clock with its key dangling. He was 
about 
to make his rounds. 


Joe was there as he stepped outside the office and 
switched off the 
light. The old geezer never even heard the cosh whistle as it 
descended. Whunk! - out cold! 


Dragging the body back into the darkened office, Joe lit a 
fag.. Six 
hours. They had time to pull it off. He switched the light on, 
found an 
internal phone and dialled Six-Zero-Four - the pay-off 
number. 

"Joe?" a metallic voice asked. 

"Yeah - okay!" 

"Any problems?" 

Joe considered, then said: "None." 


"Everything like clockwork?" Arnold wanted to know. 
Anxiously. 


"Sure... sure!" 


Arnold's breathing filled Joe's ear. In the background the 
noise of a 
thermal lance burning through steel sounded like thunder 
rumbling 
behind distant hills. 


"How's it goin'?" Joe asked. 
"Slow but fine." 


"Any problems?" Joe liked that. One back at Mr. Stan 
Arnold - 
chief bleeder. 


"None!" 


Joe grunted and dropped his telephone on its rest. He 
didn't like 
Arnold's instantaneous retort - nor the tone of voice used. It 
was 
soul-destroying working for a guy like this. A bloke with a 
mechanical 
heart. A bloke who didn't give a shit if his companion lived 
or died 
providing he came out white-as-white and rich-as-rich. 


"Fuck 'im!" Joe said aloud. 


He grabbed the unconscious watchman's key and clock. 
He was 
almost to the first checkpoint when he remembered the 
drug. He 
hurried back, forced those old cracked lips apart and 
trickled liquid 
down the slowly working throat. He'd hit the bastard hard. 
Shit on 
him! He was just another symbol of Establishment authority. 
A 
working creep with no sense. 


Whistling, Joe left the office and took five steps. It looked 
pretty 
good from where he walked... 


Brnnr-brnng! 

The damned telephone! 
Bmng-bmng! 

The old bastard's daughter's kid! 
It had to be that... 


Joe froze. What to do? Answer - or get in touch with 
Arnold? He 


decided on Arnold, dialled Six-Zero-Four on the inter-office 
system. 


"What the hell... ?” 
"The bleedin’ telephone's ringing," Joe shouted. 
"So what?" 


"So the old man's daughter's in hospital havin’ a bleedin’ 
kid!" 


"Christ!" 

"It's still ringin'..." Joe squawked. 

"Wait..." Arnold's voice faded and the. sound of a 
hurried, 


guarded conversation faintly reached Joe's ear. Then: "Talk 
to them - 

say you've been called in because the old man... the 
watchman, get 

that? ... wasn't on his toes. Make excuses about how he 
feels having a 

grandson and all that crap." 


Joe knew he couldn’t handle it. He sweated. 
"You there, Joe?" 


"Christ - yes! Send somebody else down. I'm not geared to 
speak to 
hospitals." 


"Take the call, Joe! Take it quickly..." The inter-office 
communication went dead. 


Joe's hand trembled as he lifted the receiver of the outside 
line. He 
remembered one of those late night television movies about 
a ship 
sinking and the passengers left to swim because the skipper 
couldn't get 
it through his thick skull that his vessel had failed him. 


"Bloody Arnold..." he said aloud, placing the blame for 
this on 
his captain. 


A voice spoke to him from the 'phone. "Is that Mr. Dexter?" 
Joe gulped. "No - it ain't." 


"This is St. Michael's Hospital - we have a message for Mr. 
Dexter. 
Can you get him?" 


"He's . . Joe glanced at the old codger and felt better. "He's 
not 
available." 


"It is urgent," the female voice insisted. "I have his wife 
here..." 


Christ! That tears it! 


"Hello... hello, who is that speaking? Where's my 
husband?" 


"Mr. Dexter is doin' his rounds..." 
"Who are you?" 
A mate of his..." 


"I don’t... what's your name?" The older voice sounded 
worried, 
SUSPICIOUS. 

"Tony Hale!" Joe smiled at the speed with which he had 
chosen a 
pseudonym. 


" We don't know any Hale ... get me my husband. | have to 
talk to 
him right away." 


"Missus, he isn't here!" 
"I'll call the police..." 


Joe panicked. "You silly bitch - you'll get us both fired. Your 
old 
man is drunk..." 


Suddenly, the line went dead. 


The noise of a lift filtered through the empty building. Joe 
dropped 
the telephone, grabbed his cosh and rushed to the foyer 
where a bank of 
elevators formed the top of a "T" to one side of the front 
door. 


Numbered lights showed him which lift was operational. It 
was now 
approaching the ground floor level. 


Arnold stood inside the lift, face thunderous. He glanced at 
the 
raised cosh and gestured. "Put that away! What's been 
happening?" 


"The watchman's old lady is suspicious. She wanted to call 
the 
fuzz. | told her he was drunk..." 


"You stupid bastard!" Arnold exploded. He came from the 
lift, fist 
clenched ready to strike. "You've screwed us up!" 


"Shit on that!" Joe snarled. "I wanted you to take the call 
but you 
wouldn't." 


Arnold didn't appear to pay any attention. He stood there, 
trembling. Fist raised. "Dexter doesn't drink. He can't, he's a 
Mormon 
believer..." 


Mormonism wasn't a religion Joe knew anything about but 
he could 
hazard a guess that teetotalism was one of their pet musts. 


What a fine 

time to be told! "Why didn't you let us have that information 
before?" 

he asked angrily. 


Arnold charged forward, face suffused in righteous rage. 
Joe 
sidestepped. This was his scene. The cosh swiped, and his 
boot landed 
in the soft under-belly. As Arnold folded in two, Joe's other 
boot 
clobbered him. The cosh whipped round again, catching the 
collapsed 
socialite behind the ear. And, as he writhed semiconscious 
on the foyer 
floor, Joe gave him a dose of skinhead medicine. One... 
two... three 
... four kicks! 


Breathing heavily, Joe paused and reconsidered his 
position. The 
great dream was in tatters. A nightmare now. The fuzz 
would come 
and find them... Not all of them though. Not Joe Hawkins. 
He'd be 
long gone. 


Arnold's plan called for breaking a window - the only one 
not 
protected by alarms or bars. He hurried to the toilet and 
kicked at the 
Sanitary towel dispenser office girls were expected to use 
when they 
were temporarily out of screwing order. He climbed over a 
low-slung 
flush tank, opened the small window. It was big enough for 
him to 
squeeze through... 


From the shadows, Joe watched the police cars form a 
cocoon 
around the towering building. He’d just managed his escape 
in time. 
Arnold didn't count, but he hoped the others had heard the 
bells and 
excitement. If they could just climb back up the bloody ropes 
and get 
into Arnold's penthouse suite they had a slender chance of 
Survival. 


He dodged around, side-streets until he reached a vantage 
position 
near the express lift's private exit. He waited, fears playing 
havoc with 
his nervous system. Usually, he didn't worry. Tonight he did. 
A 
robbery involving, a bank of international importance and an 
amount in 
excess of four million was bound to incite some miserable 
old judge to 
hand out wicked sentences. Like the train robbers. Not in 
keeping 
with the crime, but to act as a preventative in the future. 


And they said justice was fair! 


The seconds dragged into minutes and Joe felt a quagmire 
of doubt 
chasing him down into the swamps. Hope sprung eternal, 
but hope was 
fast fading. 


Then... ' 
Gold was first out, quickly followed by Smith, Blaine, 
Cooper, 


Walker. They carried bundles of clothing . . . Jesus! My gear! 
Looking down at himself, Joe realised - for the first time - 


what he was 
wearing. The bleedin’ overalls and harness. 


He raced to intercept the others. 


Blaine looked menacing when they finally met up. Joe 
confronted 
them with a pat story on the tip of his tongue. "Hey - wait for 
me!" 


Blaine's hands formed knife-edges. The man was a judo 
black-belt, 
a professional troublemaker, a big-headed pornographic has- 
been with 
a fixation for heaping adoration on those creatures who had, 
by 
criminal tactics, made it into the "castles in Spain" category. 
"Bloody rat," Gold said. 
"Fuck you, grasser," Joe snarled. 
Blaine stepped forward. "Where's Arnold?" 


"Lying in the foyer," Joe chortled. "I kicked the shit outta 
him!" 

Blaine's temper surged and a hand rose threateningly. 

"He held back information," Joe squealed. 

Blaine hesitated. 

"You got my clobber?" Joe asked Smith. 

The man nodded. "Yeah - Lord knows why!" 


Joe grabbed his gear. That was a load off his mind. Blaine 
wasn't 
happy, but Joe was beyond caring about the blustering judo 
expert. In 
fact, he felt the moment had come to prove his particular 
form of 
violence could do more damage than a dozen well-placed 


karate chops. 

He didn't give the balding bloke a chance. He lashed out and 
Seer contact with a hefty pair of balls. Before the other 
ae erect, Joe's other foot found it's target - right in the old 
pasket Blaine folded and whooshed air from tormented 
ungs. 


"I'm off," Joe announced. 


Blaine lay in the gutter sobbing and cupping his groin. Gold 
and 
Smith took off down the street, quickly pursued by their 
mates. Joe 
hesitated slightly. Will Blaine grass on me? He smiled - 
broke into a 
run. Blaine, for all his faults, would accept capture and 
punishment 
and wait for his chance to get revenge. That suited Joe - he 
wouldn't be 
anywhere near where Blaine was for the rest of his life ... 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


SOFT streaks of light fingered the skies. Basher Barrett 
grunted, 
twisting in his sleep. Danny the Rat still snored. Joe Hawkins 
squirmed, drew blankets over his head and fought to get 
away from 
memory. What remained of this night had to be spent in 
slumber. 


A warder walked cat-like down the corridor as he made his 
regular 
check of the inmates. Already, several convicts had been 
woken and 
sent to the kitchens. They were the lucky ones, really. The 
elite. From 
the nicked foodstuffs they managed to hide from prying 
eyes, they could 
make potent wine; get away with murder if their cooking 
pleased the 
Screws. 


Dartmoor's terrors lay dormant. The dawning day would 
bring back 
all the torments of men deprived of freedom, female 
company, normal 
social associations. And with it, the quarrels and the strife 
and the 
dogmatic refusals to accept a lot forced on them by judge 
and jury. 


A cock crowed. Soon, the routine would commence with its 
monotonous regularity. Its predictableness. Its mind-sapping 


unadventurousness. 


For Joe, and many others, the night's long trek had ended 
in bitter 
frustration. 
x OK OK 


Charlie McVey felt his chest heave. He crashed through 
shrub and 
overgrown grass like a startled elephant running before an 
unknown 
fear. He had to keep going. Had to - and yet, was it really 
necessary? 


His feet grew heavy, his lungs bursting. 


The wire didn't show amongst the unscythed grass. He hit 
it at full 
tilt, ploughing forward on his face. He lay there, gasping - 
unable to 
stand up. 


What a bloody fiasco ! 


All their plans gone for a burton. His fingers clawed grass 
and dirt. 
He struggled to his knees. Somehow, he had to make the 
road and 
hitch a ride to safety. He knew the district. Knew that early 
morning 
lorries would be leaving the cafes and heading out for the 
Midlands, 
Wales, Liverpool. 


If they catch me I'm in for life! 


Compelling his weary legs to support his weight, he 
staggered 
across the recently turned field. He could hear the frequent 
rumble of 
lorries behind the copse now. 


At least Martha has enough to last, he thought. 


Blood caked his cheek where the wire had ripped. A mare 
and her 
foal trotted towards him. For a precious moment he wanted 
to stop, 
caress the velvety snouts pushing out to be fondled. He 
loved horses. 
More than humans. 


"Shoo," he panted, waving arms in a final spending of 
energy. 


The mare tossed her flowing mane, galloped off. The foal 
hesitated 
-trying to evaluate the situation. Inexperience could be fatal. 
Charlie 
McVey forced a smile, then chased the young animal with 
draining 
strength until it kicked heels and joined mother in a remote 
comer 
where overhanging trees gave shelter, if not protection. 


Turning from the beasts, Charlie stumbled into the wood. 
Given a 
fresh start he wouldn't waste it on wandering the concrete 
jungles. He'd 
get a farm, raise horses, cattle. He could imagine himself 
clad in 
tweeds with a pipe belching insect-repelling smoke as he 
strolled 
peaceful glades in search of favourite stallions, of frolicsome 
foals. 


God, 1 got off with a burden on my shoulders! 


He could see the ribbon of carriageway through the trees 
now. A 
passing lorry spewed fumes, then vanished into the 
distance. 


l'Il send for Martha once I get established in some country 
area, he 
thought calmly. /'// make it this time. No more capers. No 
more 
contacts with the mob. I'm cutting out for good. This has 
been my 
lesson... 


He reached the dual carriageway and cautiously climbed 
on to the 
macadamised shoulder. Not many years ago he'd have 
doubted whether 
or not a driver would risk giving a lift to anybody in his state. 
Not any 
longer. If they could pick-up long-hairs and scruffy students, 
his torn 
clothes and muck-coated features stood a chance. 


A BRS lorry shot past. He didn't try to wave down the 
driver. They 
were forbidden to give rides. What he needed was a long- 
distance man 
carrying fish from up-North or components for a Coventry 
factory. 
Those boys weren't guided by any rule book. They made 
their own - 
mile by mile. 


A private car came into sight. It was worth a try. His arm 
went out, 
his thumb cocked to signal... 


"Christ!" he said aloud and dropped his arm. 


Dust enveloped him when the car skidded to a halt. He 
waited, 
patiently now. 


"Fair cop," he said to the police officer. 

The other smiled, gesturing to the car. "Inside, mate!" 

Charlie walked that freedom-stealing ten yards with 
fatalistic 


shoulders-back uncomplaining serenity. It was part of being 
what he 


was. The golden apple always had a suspect rotten core... 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


FROM his cell window, Joe Hawkins could see the high wall 
forming one side of their rectangular exercise yard: Beyond 
it, he 
knew, were a few scattered cottages belonging to the to 
the prison staff 
with neat, cared for gardens reaching down to a small 
stream and the 
woods that filled his horizon. This morning, he could not see 
past the 
wall. In fact, it was getting so bleeding misty, he was 
having difficulty 
making out the worn, pocked bricks of the wall. 


He smiled at the thoughts the all-embracing mist brought 
in its 
chilling, clammy wake. If only he was in a working party 
with 
permission to go outside the bloody prison! Man, he 
wouldn't waste a 
precious second lingering with doubts in his mind. He’d 
make a break 
for the wide open spaces and freedom. 


The sounds of pot-carriers brought him back to reality. It 
was an 
indignity forcing men to carry their covered pots through 
seemingly 
endless corridors and empty the rotten things in a 
communal latrine. 


There was no valid necessity for this outdated duty. None 
except the 


Victorian concept that prisoners should be treated like so 
many 
animals. 


He was still mentally tearing the system apart when they 
went’ 
outside. He Was glad he had a three-quarter length coat to 
wear. The 
weather had turned nasty. He saw other prisoners in their 
lightweight 
Jackets slapping arms around their chests to keep out the 
insidious fog. 
All right for them, he thought viciously. When this lark Is 
over they'll 
go indoors to semi-warmth. I've bleedin’ got to clean up 
this rotten 
yard. 


Angling across the tendril-deep yard, he joined a group 
wearing 
coats like his. A grim-featured warder scowled at him, 
silently 
motioning at a stack of brooms. The others watched with 
expressions 
Joe found difficult to describe. Something was wrong. He 
sensed it. 
There was just a prison feeling in the air that spoke of 
conspiracy. He 
grabbed a broom, moved to one side. The last bloody thing 
he wanted 
was to become involved in a kangaroo court punishment. 


The mist swirled around them. A whistle blew and the 
great mass of 


prisoners began to form into lines. Exercise, for this day, 
had ended. 


"Keep your nose out of what happens, Hawkins," a gruffy 
voice said 
in Joe’s ear. 


The man looked straight ahead, broom making sweeping 
gestures 
without accomplishing much in the way of cleanliness. Joe 
recognised 
him, and a sudden tremor of anticipation raced through his 
body. He 'd 
been wrong about there being some sort of convict court 
execution. He 
knew what was going to happen as surely as if he had been 
in on the 
plan from the beginning. 


‘I'm going with you, Me Vey!" 


Cold snake-eyes bored into Joe. "Try it, kid. Try it an’ 
you're 
dead!" 


Joe forced a grin. He saw the warder side-step a broom 
and lean 
against the moisture running wall. "I won't hinder you -1 
promise." 


“Damned right you won't," the heavy man snarled with 
mounting 
anger. 

"Turn it up, Charlie. " The speaker drifted between Me Vey 
and Joe, 
glaring at the unwanted intruder as he did. "Get lost, 
Hawkins!" 


“I'm going with you, "Joe whispered. 


A broom handle slammed into Joe's gut, sending him 
reeling. A 
wave of nausea washed over him and it was all he could do 
to maintain 
his balance. Tears stung at his eyes. 


“I'm going, "Joe said through tight lips. 

McVey smiled and told his companion: "He's got us, Len. " 
"Gutsy," the other allowed. 

"Pity to kill the bastard, "McVey remarked. 


Joe felt terror crawl through every nerve-end. These men 
did not 
Joke about such things. Killing him would be no more on 
their 
consciences than killing a spider. 


Joe remembered the moment with startling clarity. The 
terror he'd 
felt then was with him again. Dartmoor had, suddenly, 
become a huge 
coffin with his name written on it’s lid.. The newsflash, had 
just reached 
his ears... 


Charlie McVey had arrived! 

That morning. Brought in from the Scrubs. 
McVey and Hawkins locked up in one prison! 
Christ, | feel sick, Joe thought. 

"ow's it feel?" a voice asked. 


Shuffling off alone, Joe kept a watchful eye on the man - 
and several 
others he knew were old-time mates of Charlie McVey. With 
the 
underworld's most-liked crook back in the fold there could 
be many 


willing to take huge risks to ingratiate themselves. The last 
thing Joe 

wanted was his flesh to become a target for brown-nosed 
cronies getting 

into Charlie's considerable good books. 


"McVey's back, kid," Basher said as they brushed past one 
another. 

Joe wanted to lash out, maim. Why didn't they leave him 
be? Was 
it ethical to torment a victim before the execution took 
place? 

"joe..." Danny the Rat raced across to his cellmate. 

"I've heard," Joe growled. 

"Jeezus, he's bad trouble." 

"Like what else is new!" 

"Whatcha goin' to do?" Danny seemed very worried. 


The bastard isn't thinking about me, Joe thought. He's 
bloody 
wondering where he stands when the order goes out to get 
Joe 
Hawkins. That'll be interesting if nothing else. 


"What would you advise, Danny?" 


The Rat shrugged. His face had a ravenously hungry 
appearance. 
Like there was a cheese sitting outside his hole and not a 
trap in sight. 

"Go see 'im. Maybe he'll not remember wot you did." 


He was agile; a monkey climbing a tree. He arrived 
breathing 
easily on the wall as McVey's head was disappearing down 
the outside. 
Their eyes clashed and, in that instant, Joe realised he could 


never 
reach the ground with his fellow escapees and remain 
intact. 


"You're jokin'," Joe snapped. 
"Crissakes, give 'im a try." 


Perspiration trickled down Joe's forehead into his eyes. He 
wiped it 
off, saw fuzzy figures spread around the yard - and all 
expectant as they 
concentrated their gaze on him. 


"Danny - get stuffed!" 
"It's your bloody funeral," the Rat said walking away. 


Maybe it was tension mounting but Joe felt more than 
convict eyes 
on him as he prowled restlessly. He had the impression that 
warders, 
too, were noting his behaviour with increased interest. Trust 
those 
bastards, he thought. Sadists, all wanting a fight to 
develop. 


Doing bird was bad enough, but doing it under the constant 
threat of 
having a bloke like Charlie McVey breathing down his neck 
only 
served to make the situation intolerable. At this rate he 
would be a 
nervous wreck when his sentence ended. 


Christ, he'd felt better outside with all the East End 
underworld 
ganged up against him. Then he had space in which to 
manoeuvre. 
Now, he had an enclosed arena with the lions charging him. 
For once, 


he understood those old movies showing Christians being 
tossed to an 
emperor's savage beasts. 


The poor slobs hadn't had a chance. Just as he didn't.... 


CHAPTER NINE 


CHARLIE McVey knew every trick in the prison rule book. 
His 
reputation alone assured him those luxuries the ordinary 
prisoner only 
got on rare occasions. Tobacco barons fell over themselves 
providing 
him with adequate supplies. Kitchen staff saw to it that he 
had bigger 
and better meals than the screws. His mail went out as 
regular as 
clockwork - and came in with equal haste. The service there 
rated 
higher than first class in the outside world. 


Nobody dared force McVey to do anything contrary to his 
desire. 
Not even the warders ordered him. They requested, or 
pleaded. That 
was the sign of his standing. 


When McVey called a council of war to deal with the 
Hawkins 
issue, his various mates from various cell blocks 
congregated in the 
comparative luxury of his pad. Charlie saw to it that his 
conference 
went undisturbed by those whose duty it was to stop this 
very same 
thing. 


"| don't want the creep gettin’ his until I'm good and 
ready," Charlie 
told his audience. "I've waited for my revenge. A few extra 
months 
won't hurt me now." He smiled ghoulishly. "Man, he's goin' to 
suffer 
though." 


"It's not going to be easy, Charlie," a man said. "Some of 
the lads 
are anxious to please you." 

Charlie lit a favourite brand of factory cigarette. None of 
the 
rollings for him! "You tell 'em from me - lay off." 

"What about Basher an' Danny?" another asked. 


Charlie grinned sadistically. "Have 'em brought to me 
tomorrow." 


"And ... ?" the same man asked eagerly. 

"I'll let you know afterwards." 

"Hell, Charlie - ain't we gonna do anythin'?" 

McVey sat back, frowning. "I am - you're not!" 

"But the blokes..." 

"Shit on 'em! Get this straight - put the word about; nobody 
laysa 
bleedin' finger on Joe Hawkins less | say! so." 


Breaking a chocolate bar in half, Charlie munched 
contentedly. A 
wave of his hand dismissed the others. Watching them 
shuffle away, 
he realised just how popular he was - and instantly 
recognised the fact 
that here, in the Moor as in other prisons, popularity always 
depended 


on a man's ability to deliver the goods. The only real weapon 
at his 
disposal was fear - fear of what could happen outside if a 
guy 
displeased Charlie in the nick. 

Charlie belonged to a dying breed of criminals. Old-timers, 
mostly. 
Men whose respect for a rozzer showed in the style of their 
arrest. 
Violence for them came as a last resort, not the first 
requirement. 
Nobody could say they, were soft, though. They were far 
from that. 
Their type gave the world boxers, barrow-boys, pub 
landlords, market 
traders. They didn't make a habit of taking from the State 
whilst sitting 
back doing sweet Fanny Adams. They worked for what they 
got - even 
if this meant breaking every law known to society. But they 
were 
human, too. Understanding of misfortune, lovers of wives 
and mothers 
and kids. They drank hard, fought hard, loved hard. They 
roamed 
darkened streets looking for easy loot. And they walked tall 
in 
daylight, proud of the fact that they stole from those who 
could afford a 
loss - not pathetic old ladies and widows and cripples. 


Charlie's friends on the outside were of this breed. Good 
friends. 
Lifelong mates. 


And the modem crooks knew what it meant to fall afoul of 
the 


Charlies of crimedom. Knew they would be hounded until 
the last old 
lag went his six feet under. 


Trying to figure what made kids like Joe Hawkins tick gave 
Charlie 
McVey headaches. They were an alien culture totally devoid 
of 
compassion, true companionship. Their penchant for 
violence as an 
outlet for boredom amazed him. If they'd been deprived as 
his age 
group had been he might have found mitigating 
circumstances for their 
behaviour. But they'd been nurtured in a Welfare State 
abundance. 
They'd grown fat and saucy on do-good leniency. They'd 
gotten away 
with murder more than once. And would until sanity 
returned and the 
punishment for violence came close to meeting the crime. 


Charlie smiled through a smoke haze. He liked being alone 
in 
prison. It was about the only time he ever found in which to 
indulge 
himself in profound thinking. He'd often wished his old man 
had been 
able to send him to a decent school. What he knew was all 
self-taught. 
From books supplied by the prison service. He'd read widely. 
He had 
no one major interest. The world was his oyster and 
unfortunately he 
had to be sent up to enjoy it. 


Martha had been so right! 


If only he'd listened and kept his promise! 


Maybe after this one he'd find a small farm and settle 
down. He had 
a lot of years left, a helluva lot of hard work in his muscles. 
He knew 
something about animals, ploughing, planting, bringing in 
crops. One 
sentence had been served at an open prison where they 
worked the 
land. 


The memory of a mare and her foal came back strong. He 
closed 
his eyes and drifted off to sleep. That was a scene to shelve 
until his 
revenge had been completed ... 


"McVey isn't so bleedin' tough," Joe snarled as he watched 
Danny 
scratch his arse. "If he tries to get me l'Il fight back!" 


Danny sighed and glanced out of their window. It looked 
like 
another bright moonlit night coming up. All this idle chatter 
about 
fighting and injuring left him cold. He wished Basher was 
here. 


"Christ, | remember times when the mob went lookin' for 
blokes 
bigger than McVey," Joe mused. 


Danny turned swiftly. "Can't you think about anythin’ else?" 


Joe grinned and scraped his toe across the wall. The sound 
annoyed 
Danny. "What do you recall most of all?" 


"Birds," came the immediate reply. 


"That's all?" The toe made a noise like a fingernail ona 
blackboard. 


"Booze an' goin' to shows, too!" 


"You went to shows?" Joe hadn't associated Danny with a 
seat in the 
"gods". 


"Yeah-didn't you?" 
"Naw!" The toe kept up its insidious work. 


"Christ, don't," Danny pleaded, face screwed into a horrible 
mask. 


Joe laughed and relented. "I've been to strip clubs. Jeezus, 
those 
naked birds! Some of ’em have..." 


Danny moaned. "I know what they've got, dammit! Stow 
it, kid - 
talk about aggro!" 

If Basher had been in the cell they'd have been relating 
stories of 
the dolly-birds they'd screwed s Joe thought. He missed the 
big ape, too. 
He hoped the injury Basher had suffered in the machine 
shop wasn't 
serious. He felt he could trust Basher not to beat his brains 
out on 
McVey's say so. But should Barrett be shifted to another cell 
on his 
release from hospital then Joe could be in serious trouble. 


“How's Basher gettin’ along?" he asked Danny. 


"He'll be okay. He broke a few bones but that don't stop 
Basher." 


"Is he comin' back here?" 


Danny caught the anxiety in Joe's voice and suddenly 
realised his 
own predicament. "I bloody hope so," he muttered. Like his 
cell-mate, 
he knew Basher would stay neutral. 


"I don't think McVey will try it in the Moor," Joe announced. 


His Companion didn't bother to reply. Both of them knew 
damned 
well that Charlie McVey wouldn't rest until he had*extracted 
just 
punishment from Joe. All Danny worried about was how, 
when and 
where. He didn't want to be within fifty yards of the bloody 
mess. If, as 
rumour had it, Joe got the worst treatment imaginable, 
Danny had to be 
seen to be far removed from the event. He was due out 
soon. A mix-up 
like this could put the mockers on his release. 


Joe laughed suddenly. "Did | ever tell you about how we 
went 
Paki-bashin'?" 


"You did that?" Danny seemed surprised. 

"All real skinheads bashed bleedin' Paki bastards." 
"Just Pakis?" 

"Naw - coons an' the like! But especially Pakis." 
The poor slobs, Danny thought. 


"We'd decide on findin' a Paki an' get him into a fight," Joe 
continued enthusiastically. 


"One Paki an' how many of you?" Danny sounded sarcastic. 


"The mob - five or six of us!" Joe didn't catch the inference 
nor did 


it appear wrong to put odds of six against one. It wasn't - in 
his book. 
Not when the bleeder happened to have a coloured skin. 


Danny undressed and climbed between the blankets. He 
shut out 
the drone of Joe's voice and settled down to dream about his 
favourite 
subject - birds. The closer he got to his release date the 
worse it got for 
him. He needed a woman badly. Women! He could 
remember - so 
vividly - the easy ones in those clubs he frequented with 
steamers. May 
... Bernice... Kate... Gloria... Yvonne... 


Yvonne! Christ, what a shape. What an air-cushioned bang! 
She'd 
been a whore specialising in French-style instruction - or so 
the card on 
her door read. She'd lived above the Club Bellafore off 
Compton 
Street. When a bloke grassed and got her pimp sent up, 
Yvonne had 
taken the easy way out and operated from her new job of 
barmaid. 


Barmaid ....what a laugh. Two pints poured and a quick 
visit to 
the thrusting pad. Back downstairs and another swift 
interlude opening 
bottles and engaging in propositioning conversation and 
back to the 
grinding couch. 


The very thought of Yvonne had him standing. He moaned, 
struggled down under the covers and left Joe to relive some 


of his more 
exciting moments... 


x OK OK 


"Right, mates, 'ere's what we do..." 


Hymie, Billy and Don leant forward, conscious of Joe's low 
voice 
and the need for secrecy. Around them, disinterested men 
drank and 
argued about the forthcoming Hammers’ game. Behind the 
bar, Mary 
watched Billy - hoping like hell for an opportunity to catch 
his eye and 
make arrangements for another private session behind Point 
flats. 


"That bleedin’ cow's makin' eyes at me," Billy said. 
"Shake it at her then," Joe snarled. "Keep the bitch happy." 
Billy reached under the table and went to display his talent. 


"You stupid bastard!" Joe whipped a hand across the space 
separating Billy and him, catching Billy's arm and knocking it 
aside. 

"You always do everythin' in the open?" 


Billy shrugged, at a loss to explain this unprovoked attack 
on his 
person. 


Hymie chuckled, then asked, "What's the caper, Joe?" 


Fixing Billy with a savage glare, Joe sipped his pint and 
Said: 
“There's a new Paki family moved into the flats ..." 


A small man wearing a scarf veered suddenly and took a 
course to 
the bar that left ample room between him and the 
Skinheads. So intent 


on avoiding trouble was he that he'd smashed into the solid 
bar before 
he realised he'd reached his goal. 


Don swallowed thirstily and slammed his glass down. 
"We're 
gonna do 'em?" 

"The bleedin’ lot," Joe confirmed. 


"Christ..." Billy winked at Mary, then gave his mind to the 
pressing problem of the Pakis. 


"They've got seven in the flat - three blokes an' the rest 
women an' 
kids." 


"How many women?" Hymie asked with a brief laugh. "I've 
always 
wanted to screw one of those swingin’ titted hairy bitches." 


A docker got to his feet and roared: "Arsenal? Arsenal? 
You're 
crazy! Arsenal couldn't kick shit out of a toilet roll." 


His mates grinned, inviting the semi-drunk to take his seat 
again. 
When the man weaved back and forth with huge fists 
knobbed, a mate 
grabbed and pulled his legs from under him. The thunder of 
his fall 
sounded loud. 


Much as Joe wanted to join in with a little aggro of his own, 
he was 
smart enough not to invite trouble with this gang of hard- 
drinking 
heavies. He had discovered early in life that it didn’t pay for 
a stripling 
to get in a mix-up with brawling dockers. They didn't back 
down to 


anyone - least of all a cocky skinhead called Joe Hawkins. 
Oh, sure - 

he had a reputation. But so did these guys. They were 
known far and 

wide as the Battling Bruisers. Troublemakers de luxe. 
Militants. Men 

able to make other dockers quake in their boots. 


Hymie had the right approach. He ignored them. "Joe, how 
many 
women?" 


"You circumcised bastard," Joe laughed. 
"Are the men old?"- Don asked. 


"Lissen..." Joe gestured for Billy to take their empty 
glasses and 
buy refills. He whispered for Billy alone, "Chat 'er up. I'll 
want a 
screw after this;" When Billy departed with their pots, Joe 
sighed. '”e’s 
gettin’ bleedin' hopeless, is Billy." 


"He's a bloody good pimp, though," Hymie mentioned. 


Joe laughed to himself. He was that alright. Mary went for 
Billy in 
a big way - and she was a big woman. Where it counted - 
naturally! 
She was a tramp; available for any man with the 
wherewithal to 
increase her take-home pay. She'd as soon bed down her 
husband or 
some green kid as spend a bloody night without it. Yet, he 
liked her in 
a way. One always knew where one stood with Mary - 
againsta 
concrete wall breaking a back. 


"Wot about the Pakis?" Don sounded annoyed. 


"Yeah..." Joe switched off his thoughts about Mary and 
got 
round to the important item on the agenda. "They're on the 
fourth floor 
-Flat 43. They don't know what's in store for 'em - yet! The 
men are 
about forty..." 


"The women?" Hymie asked. 


"One's small an' sexy, | guess," Joe admitted. He didn't go 
for dark 
meat. He liked his white cunt too much to bother with smelly 
Pakis. 
Oh, he'd been told they made terrific screws and did 
everything possible 
to please a man. Any man. But then, his informant had been 
reading 
one of those sex manuals written ages ago by some 
bleeding Paki sage 
so he'd taken the data with a large pinch of salt and left the 
proclivity of 
coloured women to those who liked experimentation 
between races. 


"That's for me," Hymie announced firmly. 
"After we bash the blokes," Joe stressed. 


"| got new Squires today," Don remarked, holding a leg 
high. 

Joe looked and felt envious. Don's footwear certainly 
appealed. 


Billy returned then with two fistfuls of beer and a flushed 
face. 
"She's randy as blazes," he told them. "Wants to give me 


private 
tuition - hey, wot's that anyway?" 


Hymie said as he took his glass, "Goin' down on you, 
mate." 


"Yeah?" Billy almost rushed back to the bar. 

"e's out," Joe said. 

"Three against three?" Don queried with alarm. 

Joe gave his mate the all threatening eye. "Right - so wot?" 


Don gulped beer, spilling some on his new Squires. He 
didn't like 
the odds even. Their best aggro always came from an 
advantage. Or 
against hippies who didn't fight much like men anyway. 


"I've got a real beaut of a cosh," Hymie mentioned 
casually. "I 
made it last night..." He glanced around the pub. Nobody 
was 
interested in them. The dockers still argued about the 
Hammers versus 
Arsenal. The small man kept his gaze firmly attached to 
Mary's tit 
display. The few other drinkers were either beyond caring or 
had 
managed to find an ear to bend with tales of woe. One old 
biddy ina 
comer had her skirt hoisted for her ancient companion to 
get in a few 
cheap feels as she supped gin with undisguised boredom 
showing what 
sex meant to her now. Mary and Billy were involved- in 
verbal 
masturbation, flooding each other to death amid speculation 
for afters. 


Joe waited as Hymie delved into his sheepskin. The harness 
of his 
own tool pressed against his belly. He'd come prepared for a 
right 
bash-up. 

"How about that, eh?" 


A length of iron pipe covered with rubber and sealed by 
welder 
washers lay on their table. A braided leather thong formed a 
hand loop 
at one end. 


"Wot's inside it?" Don asked. 
Pellets - BB shot!" 
"Christ..." Don shook his head expressing tribute. 


"It's soft iron - lead really," Hymie explained. "| wanted 
something 
to give a little, but not too much." 


Joe nodded sagely. Hymie's tool was a weapon worthy of 
mention 
in the next Jewish Chronicle. 


"| made somethin' else," the Jewish lad said. 
"Wot?" Joe was getting bored now. 
"A cup!" 


"A wot?" Don blinked, finished his beer ahead of his mates 
and 
shouted, "Another lot, Billy." 


Unzipping his flies, Hymie displayed his masterpiece. His 
bollocks 
were shielded by a crude - but effective - jock made of 
metal. 


Billy staggered across to their table, and stared at Hymie's 
open flies 
and the gleaming metal cup. "Jesus - 'e's a robot..." 


Even Joe had to laugh. "It's a protector .. . made it himself 
he did!" 


Billy shrugged. Gathering the hastily emptied glasses he 
remarked, 
"Am | the only bastard with loot in his kick? Or is this Don's 
round?" 


Don splashed cash on to the table. "Mary wouldn't like one 
of those 
on you, Billy." 

"Shit on that!" came the instantaneous retort. "Mary wants 
it 
dangling free..." 

"Soft or hard?" Hymie asked with a chuckle. 


"Soft becomes hard for her," the all-knowing, all-wise Billy 
replied. 


Joe got to his feet. "No more for us, Billy," he said. "You 
stay with 
Mary - an' don't forget... | want 'er tonight!" 


Billy pulled a face. "I'm first,’ mate." 
"First or last, she'll remember me best..." 


Billy scowled and stood with the pots in his hand as his 
mates took 
their departure. He didn't like Joe's attitude. He could satisfy 
Mary as 
good as Joe, or any man. She went for him. Surely that was 
proof 
enough! 


"Over here, Billy... " 


Mary smiled when he turned. She wet her lips with a lovely 
tongue. 
What she'd been telling him about her method for bringing 
reluctant 
blokes to a raging desire to satisfy her innermost, deepest 
yearnings 
dealt with that same tongue. He trembled in anticipation 
and hurried 
back to the bar. 


The lift stank of urine. Empty cigarette packets and brown 
paper 
bags screwed into unrecognisable tapers littered the cage. 
Fit 
scrawlings covered the walls and some stupid bastard had 
tried to 
unscrew the control panel. Much as Joe depended on 
outright 
vandalism for kicks, he could not appreciate this. Tearing a 
telephone 
kiosk apart was one thing, but destroying a lilt when it 
serviced those 
bent on destruction made no sense at all. 


"Hurry up - the stench is killin' me," Hymie complained as 
the doors 
closed on them. 


Joe felt nauseous. Fi/thy swine, he thought as the urine 
smell grew 
stronger. Against a wall outdoors was okay. Here, ridiculous. 


"Pigs," Don said. 


They piled out at the fourth floor, leaving the lift door wide 
open. 


"Man, I'm geared for screwing when we boot ’em,". Don 
muttered. 


"Me, too," Hymie remarked and slammed his new cosh 
against the 
wall. It whunked loudly. He leant against the door of Number 
43 with 
a devil-may-care slanted grin - something he'd seen in an 
old Cagney 
movie, something touching on bravado. 


Joe knocked on the door within inches of Hymie's head. 
Feet apart, 
braced for that first important kick, he signalled his mates to 
take their 
positions. Don backed him, Hymie a trifle to the side where 
he could 
rush in once the first obstacle had been cleared. 


The faint sounds of sitar music accompanied by symbols 
filtered 
through the door. Weird music. Not the kind an East Ender 
would 
appreciate. Not their scene. Foreign music. 


The Pakistani had a small moustache and wore a white 
dhoti. His 
ribs showed through tight skin, muscles hard on arms and 
thighs. 
Teeth smiled in welcome. 


Joe grinned as he planted a boot smack in the middle of 
the dhoti. 
As the Paki doubled, Hymie clobbered him with the cosh. 
The man 
collapsed - colder than yesterday's refrigerated left-overs. 
With Joe and 
Hymie charging down the short hall into the flat, Don paused 
and 
booted the unconscious Paki in the backside. Then, satisfied 


he'd done 
his bit, he followed the others. 


The living room area was a mess when Joe burst in. Cartons 
and 
boxes everywhere. Saris and robes draped over cheap 
furniture. A 
record player blaring out alien music was about the only 
thing not 
covered in material. 


Hymie gasped, unable to roar into the attack as he stared 
at the 
women. /t’s unbelievable, he thought. Half-naked with kids 
in the 
room. Two of 'em and bloody ripe! 


Joe noted the women, too. Saw those large firm breasts 
bulging the 
front of loose saris and the hips moving wonderfully when 
they 
scattered before his. assault. But he concentrated foremost 
on the 
blokes. Small as the one he'd kicked, bared to the loins too. 
An old 
man and a teenager. 


Don belted into the room and headed straight for the old 
man. 
Before the women could scream, Don's toe caught him in 
the crutch 
and smashed the man back over a crate. 


A child started to whimper. 
Joe lashed out, sending it reeling. 


Hymie's cosh flicked as the teenage Paki darted forward. 
Joe caught 
him, backhanded the set face - held him up for Hymie's coup 


de grace. 
The cosh whistled viciously. Blood spurted from the thick 
black hair 
greasily matting the skull. The Paki slumped, falling when 
Joe reached 
him. 

Don had the old man by the testicles - squeezing to the 
rhythm of 
frantic moans. "Do | yank 'em off?" 


Joe grinned then grabbed another kid. '"e's too old - blast 
him!" 

Hymie attended to the task with speed. His mind was on 
the women - 
and getting a choice. He hauled the first Paki inside the hall 
and 
slammed the door shut. He raced back to the living room. .. 
paused. 


Until that moment, Joe Hawkins had never given much 
thought to 
Paki women. But now, with those half-clad bodies 
confronting him 
and the additional stimulation of Hymie's and Don's lust 
urging him to 
do something about the situation, he felt as they did-a 
coloured piece 
wouldn't hurt. 


Joe's inside information had been slightly wrong. Three 
men, right. 
Three women and six kids, wrong. Twelve people - not 
seven. And 
those three women... man, the nuts! 


"Lock the kids in a bedroom," Joe snarled, advancing on 
the . 
youngest woman. 


Hymie raced his gaze over the cunt. They were all within 
the 
screwing age range. He didn't give a shit which he got 
providing he 
blew his mind. With Don helping, he herded the howling 
youngsters 
into one room and locked the door. He didn't care who saw 
him taking 
pleasures - but not a doll's kids! That wasn't kosher! 


Joe had a bit stripped - a simple job with only a sari 
between 
decency and provocation. One look and Hymie roared into 
action. All 
he'd been told about Paki women, Hindu women, African 
women boiled 
up in his mind. God, they had hairs .. . 


x OK OK 


Joe awoke with a start. Sweat dripped from his flesh and 
even 
before he associated with his immediate surroundings he 
knew nature 
had betrayed him. The erotic dream had been too much for 
a system 
starved of all he considered necessary. 


He lay motionless, basking in the glory of what had been. 
He'd 
never taken another Paki bitch, but that one experience had 
shown him 
why some men drooled and panted over wogs. They had a 
natural way 
of doing it to make some white gals blush for shame. Don 
and Hymie 
hadn't wanted to stop. They'd gotten the bug - the smell 
and ability. 


He'd been compelled to batter the Paki men into second 
unconsciousness to let the bastards finish off. . 


CHAPTER TEN 


"HAWKINS and McVey are bad trouble," Warder Macklin 
voiced 
as he drank a fresh cuppa in the staff room: "I'm for putting 
ina 
request to have one or the other transferred to another 
prison." 


Deputy Murray nodded sagely and considered his tea- 
leaves. He 
didn't honestly believe anybody could foretell the future by 
looking at 
tea-leaves, but his wife swore by them. After ten years of 
marriage he 
had reached the point of looking. What he saw made little, 
or no, 
sense. But he still looked. 


Hazleton eased his boot-laces and grunted relief. "I've got 
that 
bastard McVey in my block..." 


Murray grinned. He didn't comment but he knew, proof 
lacking, 
that Hazleton catered to McVey's every demand. He didn't 
blame the 
newcomer to the Moor society. McVey had a reputation for 
always 
getting what he wanted. 


Macklin poured another cuppa. He had served in the Scots 
Guards, 


got a medal for bravery. At six-four he was the tallest warder 
in 

Dartmoor. And, reputedly, one of those completely honest 
screws no 

convict could ever reach. 


"What's the chance of a transfer?" he asked Murray. 
"Not much," came the guarded reply. 


"Christ - why do we have an Association? Can't they assist 
on this 
one?" 


Murray placed his cup on the table. Maybe the wife did 
have 
something. Those clumps near the top of his cup had looked 
like huge 
black clouds. "We've got a duty to perform ..." 


"Come off it," Macklin snapped. "That isn't what | asked." 


"Bloody hell," Hazleton exploded with an angry gesture. 
"McVey 
isn't going to kill Hawkins..." 
"He's told you, | suppose?" Macklin asked sarcastically. 
"You're digging again!" 
Macklin grinned, got to his feet and towered over the 
seated 
Hazleton. "I'm interested in keeping the peace. When | was 
on duty in 
Northern Ireland | had orders - lousy orders at that. | couldn't 
shoot 
unless one of my mates got hit. Those were bad orders. Just 
like 
having Hawkins and McVey in the same clink is bad 
management. | 
want one of them shifted. If not - hell, we'll face murder..." 


Murray sighed, putting his troubles on the doorstep of 
matrimonial 
delving into , the occult. "Let's have some sanity here," he 
said. 
"McVey isn't one of your new criminals. He's an old lag. He'll 
punish 
Hawkins, but he won't exceed the bounds of rough justice. 
Leave 
matters be. They'll sort themselves out." 


Hazleton snorted. For want of a better excuse he started 
lacing his 
boots. 


Macklin didn't have the experience of the others. Military 
procedure still dominated his thinking. "I strongly disagree, 
Deputy.. 

: " He'd used the official term to show his protest. "The Moor 
isn't big 
enough for two men pitted in a life or death struggle." 

"Life or death?" Murray scowled. "Who says it has reached 
that 
point?" 


"Rumour..." 


Glancing across at the silent, ever-cogitating Harrison 
whose duties 
included prison welfare, Murray held his arms wide and 
shrugged. 
"What the hell do you say to that?" he asked pleadingly. 


Tapping tobacco into his briar, Harrison called upon his 
initial 
interviews with the two men and reached a conclusion. 
"Hawkins isn't 
going to react violently to McVey. He has sense enough to 
realise he'd 
be at a disadvantage. McVey - now there's a problem. 


Hawkins did the 

dirt on him and Charlie isn't likely to forget. I'd guess McVey 
will wait 

until Hawkins starts to fall apart at his seams before he 
strikes. And 

strike he will eventually." 


Murray poured a fresh cuppa, trying to erase those gloomy 
leaves. 
Harrison's prediction didn’t bring any joy. As deputy his duty 
was Clear 
he should make definite arrangements for McVey or Hawkins 
to serve 
out their sentence in another establishment. 


"So?" Macklin asked. 


“Request noted," Murray said finally. "I'll talk to the gov'nor 
today." 


x OOK OK 


A rough bench stood along one wall by the door marked 
DOCTOR. 
A small stencilled sign above the bench said: NO SMOKING - 
NO 
TALKING. 


Facing the four men seated on the bench, Mr. White fixed 
his gaze 
on that small sign and pretended not to hear McVey's stage 
whisper. 


"I'm fucking constipated..." 


Usually, White cracked down hard on any man breaking the 
no 
talking rule but he, like most of the warders, allowed Charlie 
certain 
liberties. It had been that way at every jail McVey visited and 
word 


soon filtered down through the grapevine. Although he was 
deliberately bending rules, White realised he was probably 
saving his 

wife some embarrassment. It had been rumoured that 
McVey's mates 

took it to heart when screws refused to grant him special 
privileges. 


"Chalky's not a bad bloke..." 


That tore it!, White thought as he advanced on Me Vey. The 
one 
nickname he could not tolerate was Chalky. He'd been called 
that in 
the navy and it always got him furious. No con was going to 
get away 
with the insult - not even a Me Vey. 


"Okay, Charlie - over here!" 


McVey grinned and got to his feet; looked down on the 
short 
statured warder. 


White beckoned and walked along the corridor until he was 
out of 
earshot of the three prisoners waiting their turn on sick 
parade. He 
swung, letting McVey come slowly to join him. Some of the 
initial 
anger had dissipated, but he was determined to carry this 
through to the 
bitter end. 


"Wot, Mr. White?" 
"Don't ever call me Chalky again, McVey!" 


The convict laughed briefly, and stopped when he saw the 
rage bum 


bright in White's grey eyes. "Sorry, Mr. White," he said - and, 
surprisingly, meant the apology. 


The sincerity of McVey's voice caught White off-balance. He 
bit his 
lower lip and cogitated. 

"Christ, | was only teasin'..." 


White smiled softly, more to himself than to admit a certain 
comradeship. "You're a bastard, McVey - but I'm told you're a 
Square 
dealer." 


"| like to believe that, sir!" 
"Sir doesn't fit your reputation, McVey," White replied. 


"| can say the word occasionally," McVey. admitted. "When 
| meet 
a man | can respect!" 


White shook his head wonderingly. "You're a strange 
creature, 
Charlie..." 


McVey shrugged, grinning crookedly. "I'm a bleedin’ fool, 
Mr. 
White. I'm inside again when the missus wanted me to stay 
free." 

"They'd have caught you one day for escaping." 

"Maybe. Maybe not." 

Hands behind his back like a bobby on street corner duty, 
White 
rocked back and forth. "How about telling me in strict 
confidence - are 
you going to deal with Hawkins?" 

Charlie McVey shook his head negatively. "I can't divulge 


that, 
sir!" 


"Want some advice?" 
"| don't guarantee to take it but fire ahead..." 


White spoke slowly, his voice little more than a whisper. 
"Leave 
him alone, Charlie. He'll blacken his own record. His type 
can't 
survive here." 

McVey held out a huge hand. "I'm not sure | can survive 
here, 
either - but thanks anyway, sir!" 


For the first time in his prison life, White shook hands with 
a 
serving convict. He'd done this chore often as a man took 
those first 
free steps through the gates, his sentence completed. But 
never inside. 
Never a show of friendship when circumstances might be 
against a 
continuation of the bond a handshake supposedly formed. 


"Are you really constipated?" the warder asked. 


"Bloody right | am," Charlie grinned. "I'm not a schemer. | 
could 
get away with murder in my block without resortin' to 
Exlax." 


Waving the convict back to his bench seat, White mused 
on the 
remark about "getting away with murder on my block". He 
had been 
one of Hazleton's neighbours for some months and the more 
he saw of 
the expensive articles being delivered from Plymouth's elite 
stores, the 
more he felt the other had gone bent. Now, he was Sure. 


Murray should know, he thought. 


He shelved the notion and walked back to his post. Give or 
take a 
few weeks, he'd find something more concrete than mere 
Suspicion. 
And when he did he hoped the gov'nor would act swiftly. 
Bent warders 
were worse than any prisoner in his estimation. If the 
system was to 
work in all fairness, the warders had to be above petty 
larceny. 


x OK OK 


From the whispers circulating through the Moor, Joe 
discovered just 
what he was up against; McVey had firm friends amongst 
the screws. 
Hazleton and White were the two most bandied about. Some 
prisoners 
even went so far as to include Deputy Murray in the list of 
warders 
under Charlie's thumb. That name Joe kicked out. No man in 


Murray's position would risk pension and overlordship for 
the pittance 
a Charlie McVey could offer. 


Another rumour frequently mentioned when. Joe was 
present 
concerned Charlie's outside mates - the one living in the 
East End. It 
gave Joe a great big belly laugh when cons let it be known 
his mum and 
dad were getting the treatment for his sins. Neither of them 
had cared 
enough for him when he was at home. Why should he worry 


now if 
they were, in fact, being bothered? 


If that was all Charlie could do then he had no problem. 
Danny the 
Rat came right out with the sixty-four dollar question as they 
returned 
to their cell after a television evening. 


"Joe, that Charlie McVey won't stop with getting at you. 
He's goin' 
to make your people suffer, too. Don't you care?" 

Joe smiled inwardly, but kept a serious face turned to 
Danny. It 
didn't pay to let a cell-mate have an insight into those 
private thoughts 
floating through a bloke's mind. If Charlie figured he'd found 
a weak 
link in Joe's strong chain armour then let him get on with his 
time-wasting tactics. Every day spent badgering his parents 
saved Joe 
from a savage beating - and that pleased him no end. 


"Bleedin' right | care, Danny," he replied with feigned 
sorrow. "But 
what can | do, eh?" 


The Rat stored this information. He'd been in contact with 
McVey. 
Like who hadn't! He'd been excused from anything dealing 
with 
Hawkins’ punishment. As Charlie had pointed out: "Danny, 
I'm not 
goin' to have your parole go by the boards on account of 
that scum. | 
want Hawkins - not you. Forget it, mate..." 


Danny didn't forget a favour. He never had and he had no 
intention 


of starting now. If Charlie asked him how Joe was reacting, 
he'd grass. 
Loud and clear. 


"Wot made you cross Charlie?" Danny asked. 
Boy, he’s fishin’, Joe thought. 


"| didn't. | got caught up in their escape an' decided | 
wanted out. 
Charlie's mate Len tried to stop me an' | clobbered him. 
That's the 
truth." 


"Charlie warned you not to interfere..." 


Joe snarled: "Yeah - an' like you | didn't., heed a warnin'. 
Christ, 
Danny - if you had a chance to nip over a bloody wall would 
you stop to 
count the future cost?" 


Danny twitched and tried to appear nonchalant. 
"Would you?" 
"Naw!" 


Joe sank back on his bunk. He'd scored a point. Maybe 
Danny 
would have second thoughts about keeping McVey informed 
on his 
doings. It was essential that Joe could trust his cell-mate. 
When 
Basher returned from hospital he'd have to work on him too. 
Providing 
he could depend on a night's sleep without having to wonder 
if Danny 
or Basher was going to shove a knife between his ribs he'd 
make out 
Okay. 


"I'm fagged," Joe said. "This bleedin’ business of keepin’ 
eyes 
peeled for everybody isn't doin' my health any good." He 
laughed, 
adding, "But McVey's gonna have to stay awake to get me, 
too!" 


As Danny undressed, Joe sank into a deep slumber. The 
tension 
was telling more than he'd ever care to admit... 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


FRED Bewes claimed a distinction in Dartmoor. Of all the 
prisoners housed within those grey, foreboding walls, he 
alone came 
from Devon. More than that, Fred knew his way around 
every turn - 
day or night - like he did furniture in a darkened room. As a 
burglar he 
had few peers. As a potential escapist, his friendship was 
much sought 
after. 


Joe Hawkins had been friendly with Fred from the first week 
behind 
the Moor's bars. Unwittingly, he had committed a sin. Or so 
Charlie 
McVey thought. 


Until Dick Crawford approached him, Joe had not 
considered an 
over-the-wall venture possible. All the stories he'd ever 
heard about the 
Moor spoke of unbelievable hardships, untold terrors, near 
starvation 
and the most deadly of all escape hazards - exposure 
exhaustion. Now, 
as he listened to Crawford's interesting information, Joe 
began to geta 
glimmer of an idea. 


"McVey's furious," Crawford muttered behind a hand. "He's 
sent 


out word for Bewes to stop associating with you." 


"Why?" Joe hitched his trousers and half-turned away from 
Crawford. It didn't pay to draw attention to any prisoner 
within 
speaking distance of him. Not only did McVey have spies, but 
it was 
difficult to tell which warder passed along data to his chief 
enemy. 


"You and Bewes, that's why! He's worried you'll abscond 
before he 
gets you." 

"Abscond?" 

"Escape, twit!" Crawford smiled to himself. He enjoyed 
using 
words the majority of prisoners didn't know from Adam. He'd 
had a 
better education than most but for all his learning he'd 
made the biggest 
mistake possible - he'd trusted a tart. 


"What would | want to go over the wall with Bewes for?" 
Joe asked, 
still mystified. 


"Cos he's the only guy in this nick who could take a party 
across the 
moors without them dropping off like flies." 


"Yeah?" Joe sounded interested. 
"Didn't you know?" Crawford was amazed. 
"He doesn't talk about hisself much," Joe allowed. 


"No wonder! Bewes used to roam these moors hunting 
rabbits ..." 


Joe wanted to shout. "He's from Devon then?" 
"Bom a few miles from the jug." 


"Christ!" Without waiting for Crawford to elaborate further, 


Joe 
ambled across the yard. Bewes stood alone under the wall. 
If escape 
was at all possible then he'd better cultivate this friendship 
quickly. If 
it wasn't - hell, McVey could have some sleepless nights 
trying to 
second-guess his intentions. 

"Hi, Fred..." 

Bewes slowly unwound his lanky frame and deliberately 
showed Joe 


his back. "We're being watched," his voice said from over his 
shoulder. 

"You're a dangerous lad, Joe - I'm not supposed to talk to 
you!" 


Joe frowned, aggro's fury building up inside of him. He 
wanted to 
lash out at something, anything. Added to the continual 
pressures of 
prison life, this McVey sponsored campaign to isolate him 
had finally 
reached the point of no return. He wasn't a youngster, a 
nobody. He 
was Joe Hawkins, ex-skinhead - famous for his exploits up 
and down 
the land. 


"Face me," Joe shouted. "Bloody tell me lookin' into my 
eyes!" 

Bewes swung, face drained of colour. "Find another mate, 
Joe." 

"Right!!!" Joe's fists formed and his feet itched to zero in on 
a groin 
target. Not Bewes. The man was only following the criminal 


code that 

said the mighty shall rule and the weak fall by the wayside. 
His rage 

directed against Charlie McVey. 


"Don't tangle with Charlie," Bewes warned as Joe strode 
away, 
braced for action. 


"Why not?" the youth flung back. "Why bloody not?" 


Joe flung the bedclothes aside with disgust. His body 
ached - 
especially where that rotten bastard had planted three 
darts in his arse. 
He could still hear the burly man's yell: "I got ‘im... treble 
arse!" 


He staggered to his small mirror and looked at his naked 
image. 
Christ, he thought, that thing should have been giving 
Mary a good go 
last night. If only Billy hadn't been stupid enough to get into 
bovver 
with Crazy Alec! 


He grinned at his reflection. If he looked terrible, Billy 
must be one 
awful mess. He'd clobbered Alec before his bloody fist could 
flatten 
Billy, but that hadn't saved his mate from the ire of those 
others kindly 
disposed to Alec. He'd been bleedin’ lucky to skip out with 
but a few 
fists shoved down his throat. Not Billy! The last he saw, Billy 
was 
sprawled on the pub floor getting the dockers' boots 
rammed home 
where it would do his sex life most harm. 


Somehow, that memory flashing across the screen of his 
mind gave 
him heart. He'd been bashed often in the glorious past. It 
hadn't all 
been give and no take. Forgotten aches flooded his brain 
then and he 
hesitated within calling distant of Charlie McVey. He was 
going to be 
hurt. That he knew in advance. One bloke couldn't tackle 
Charlie's 
"protection squad" and come out smellin' of roses. No, he'd 
be in the 
shit - but good! 


The guy wore army boots and carried a knife. His short- 
cropped 
hair and fatigue jacket cut American marine style 
suggested a bloke 
fresh out of the forces. Even the way he held his shoulders 
seemed like 
a guardsman on parade. 


“Come on kid," he begged. 


Joe wanted to laugh. A bleedin’ Yank! Those nasal tones 
pinpointed him as a Midwestern hick. The knife flashed in 
circles as 
they jockeyedfor striking position. 


"Yellow belly," Joe taunted and kicked. His sudden attack 
caught 
the other off-guard. His boot landed on the soft inner thigh, 
barely 
missing vital danglers. 


Before he could recover his balance, Joe found himself 
slammed 
backwards, the hard blade of the guy’s hand catching his 


Adam's 
Apple. 


Christ, Joe thought, a karate expert! 


He felt the hand chop savagely again, caught it on the 
cheek this 
time. His head spun, his body stopped co-ordinating. He 
saw the knife 
as it zipped in... slashed... cut. .. drove point deep into 
his flesh. 


Gasping for breath, Joe peered through the involuntary 
tears 
stinging his eyes. The guy was a hazy fuzz weaving 
somewhere within 
range. Compelling his leg muscles to obey, Joe aimed... 
kicked. 
Hard! 


The man’s scream broke his jelly-like trance. 


Staggering from the writhing bastard, Joe wanted to vomit. 
Blood 
poured from the knife wound, dripping on to the pavement. 
He'd been 
fortunate, indeed. His one boot in had ended the fight, but 
not without 
pain... 


A leering gorilla inched between Joe and McVey. It didn't 
need an 
authority to describe the man's intention - Charlie was going 
to be 
saved the bovver of dealing with this upstart. 


Joe glanced around the yard. Screws and cons mingled 
freely. He 
got the impression they were all keeping a safe distance 


between trouble 
and themselves. That was how he wanted it! 


"McVey -1 want to talk to you," Joe shouted. 


The gorilla planted his feet firmly, forming an almost 
insurmountable barrier in front of Charlie. 


"You afraid to meet me man to man?" Joe taunted. 


McVey pushed the gorilla aside and came forward. His face 
showed 
anger, his eyes coldly calculating. "Say your piece, 
Hawkins," he 
snarled. 


"Lay off me orelse..." 


For a moment, McVey couldn't believe his ears. From their 
first 
encounter, Charlie had taken this crude youth as a coward. 
Now - hell, 
he wasn't bloody sure of anything! He liked the spunk that 
had made 
Joe confront him. It didn't minimise the hatred he had, the 
desire to 
avenge Len. Nor did he weaken in his resolve to have 
Hawkins squirm 
and plead for forgiveness. 


"You're a fuckin' bigshot, but I'm not afraid to have it out," 
Joe 
Snapped. 


"Lemme rip his arms off," the gorilla laughed. 


"Drop dead, bastard!" Joe surprised himself talking to the 
Neanderthal type like that. 


Charlie placed hands on his hips and cocked his head. 
Grudging 
respect gently touched his eyes. "Hawkins - take a warnin'," 


he said 

softly, menacingly. "Find a hole and crawl in. You're trash. 
Rotten 

trash. Don't antagonise me now or you'll wish you'd never 
been born." 


"Brave words," Joe spat. 
"True words," Charlie returned lightly. 


"The trouble with you, McVey," Joe said evenly, "Is you're 
afraid to 
fight it out." 


"You didn't stick around long when you did a bunk last 
time," 
McVey said. 


Joe sensed the other's coolness and this only annoyed him 
more. "I 
was in a hurry," he replied. 


"I'm not. .. now!" McVey dismissed his enemy with a 
nonchalant 
wave. 


Joe saw red and charged forward. Straight into the gorilla's 
enfolding arms. He gasped, struggled. His ribs felt like they 
were 
about to crack. He smelt the man's fetid breath and heard 
McVey's 
chortling exhortation: "Don't kill ‘im, Pete!" 


The arms relaxed slightly. Even so, Joe was in a vice. His 
feeble 
kicks sliced through air - nothing else. The gorilla had been 
trained in 
street brawling and knew how to hold an opponent without 
leaving a 
single part of his anatomy vulnerable. 


McVey's face came closer... those deadly eyes spearing 
Joe's very 
soul. "I'm gonna make you pay, Hawkins. You'll beg me to let 
you off 
the hook - but | won't!" 


It was getting difficult to concentrate. The tremendous 
pressure on 
his ribs stayed constant and the bunched, clasped knuckles 
pressed into 
his spinal cord like huge mashers trying to grind bone into 
powder. 


"Let 'im go, Pete..." 


Joe collapsed to the concrete, panting. He sensed others 
coming 
around him now. A red curtain hung before his eyes, 
clouding his 
brain. As a fog sifted into his consciousness, he heard 
McVey's chuckle 
and... "That's a sample, Hawkins. Just a sample..." 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


A HOSPITAL should smell of ether and disinfectant, and 
angels 
speaking in whispers should hover over the patient, Joe 
thought. 


Instead, he awoke to a bare ward with pathetic beds and 
the outline 
of a screw seated near the door. There wasn't the faintest 
smell of 
ether. Nor a trace of disinfectant in the air. Only that bloody 
screw 
and a tall, ghoulish man dressed in white whose dark, coal- 
chip eyes 
bored into him as if he didn't count for more than a bug 
under the 
microscope. 


AN 


"You're awake..." 


What a stupid remark, Joe thought. My bleedin' orbs are 
open, l'm 
seeing. 


"How's it feel?" 

"Bloody awful!" 

"You'll do," the man in white said and turned away. 
"Wa it. re H 


The man swung, stood at the bottom of the bed, waiting 
expectantly. 


"My ribs..." 


"Bruised. Nothing else..." 


Joe wanted to yell, but the appearance of the warder 
beside his 
doctor changed his mind. Instead, he groaned and tried to 
look 
decidedly unhealthy. "That's wot you think," he said in his 
weakest 
voice. "I'm sore all over - twisted inside." 


The men exchanged glances. 
"Gimme a sedative," Joe begged. 


"I've examined you, Hawkins," the doctor remarked acidly. 
"There 
is nothing to worry about." 


"Maybe..." the screw began. 


"es right, doc," Joe shoved in. "Maybe there's something 
you 
haven't caught." 


The doctor came back to the bedside. "Hawkins, don't 
mistake 
professional concern for getting out of work. I'm a doctor 
foremost but 
I'm also wise to every trick you boys try to play." 


"Who's bloody actin'?" Joe shouted and gave his stage 
debut a major 
twist by groaning horribly. 


The doctor raised eyebrows, then bent over his patient. 
"Seems as if 
you need an operation," he said calmly. 


He isn't going to frighten me into a quick recovery, Joe 
thought. 
He's trying it on! 


"Do whatever is needed, doc..." 


The screw joined his prison companion, anxiety expressed 
ina 
quick, silent contact. "Is that necessary?" 

The doctor laughed. "Not in the least! Okay, Hawkins - you 
win. 
I'll be back later..." 

Joe closed his eyes and lapsed into relaxation. The impulse 
to spend 
a few days - maybe a week - in relative comfort appealed to 
him. It 
would allow time in which to sort out the problems McVey 
had thrown 
at him. Problems of survival! 


A pity Basher went back to the cell this morning, Joe 
thought. / 
could have used his company - and his knowledge of 
McVey. As it was 
though, he didn't mind being alone in the hospital ward. The 
screw 
had gone, the door was secured. 


Jesus, his ribs ached. He hadn't been skiving when he 
mentioned 
them. That bloody Pete! One day... 


Dr. Richard Marsh believed in preventative medicine. He 
had no 
qualification for delving into mental disorders, but using his 
God-given 
common-sense, he frequently managed to discover causes 
for illness 
that existed solely within a patient's brain. 


He could not be sure whether Joe Hawkins was pulling the 
wool 
over his eyes or not. No doctor could be dogmatic when 
internal 


injuries loomed as a distinct probability. The extreme rib- 
casing 

pressure that had been applied could conceivably have 
brought about an 

injury unknown to him. Yet, and this was the difficult part of 
his 

diagnosis, he did not think that Hawkins was suffering from 
more than 

initial shock, bruising and a desire to prolong his 
convalescence. 


When he entered the ward a second time that afternoon, 
Dr. Marsh 
refused to have a warder present. The security 
arrangements were quite 
adequate. On top of which he had no qualms concerning 
Joe's mental 
state. The youth, certainly enjoyed handing out violent 
punishment to 
those he considered fair game for aggression, but basically, 
this did not 
include the whole of mankind generally. 


"How are you now, Joe?" Marsh asked as he stood by the 
bed. 


"Lousy!" 
"Ribs sore?" 
"Bleedin' terrible." 


Taking a chair, Marsh sat down. "I want to conduct a few 
tests." 


Joe pulled a face. "I'm not fit, doc." 
"| haven't said what the tests are yet." 


Joe writhed, remembering all the medical movies he had 
ever seen 
in a desperate bid to project the right symptoms. 


"You're doing that wrong," Marsh smiled. 

"Christ," Joe exploded righteously, "I'm in pain." 

"| wouldn’t doubt that but funny how the area of agony 
shifts 
according to what you want me to believe." 


Joe grinned suddenly. "It does hurt, doc," he offered in 
excuse. 


"I'm not allowed to give you carte blanche on work, you 
know." 


"I'm not afraid of work," Joe hissed. 
"McVey then?" 
"How'd you know, doc?" 


Marsh lit a cigarette, and smiled when Joe glared at the 
glowing 
taper. "Want one?" 


Joe nodded, and accepted the tailor-made cigarette with 
alacrity. 
With smoke escaping from his nostrils, he felt fifty per cent 
better. 


"You can't shelter behind a minor complaint forever," 
Marsh said 
next. "McVey could send one of his men into hospital and 
they'd still 
get you." 


“Wouldn't you know they were putting it on?" Joe asked. 


"| would, but..." Marsh crossed his legs, made himself 
comfortable. "You say you're too ill to leave here. They could 
do the 
same thing." 


That makes sense, Joe thought. 


"I've heard rumours about this thing between you and 
Charlie 
McVey," Marsh said easily. "How about telling me your side 
of the 
story?" 


Joe ground his butt out on a saucer. His mind trekked back 
to that 
fatal day. The escape ... 


By the time he finished reciting his version of the breakout, 
Joe felt 
he had given too much of himself to the doctor. He'd opened 
up on 
emotional upheavals more than he'd ever done before. 
"You're a compulsive bastard," Marsh grinned. "Why don't 
you try 
to control this urge that grabs you?" 


Joe sank into his pillows. "Wot urge, doc?" 


"The one you hate to think about! The one that makes you 
detest 
your fellow man. This sensation that violence alone is 
justification for 
living." 

"Has anyone ever been kind and considerate to me?" Joe 
asked. 


"I can't answer that, Joe " Marsh got to his feet. "You alone 
know 
all that has gone prior to our conversation. Think back, Joe - 
think of 
everybody you've ever been in contact with and then ask if 
justone... 
or maybe two ... showed a thin slice of compassion when 
you put on 
the 'poor deprived kid' act. Surely somebody has tried to 


rehabilitate 
you? Tried to show you warmth and friendship?" 


Joe lay there gazing at the ceiling. He could just catch the 
white 
coat moving around the ward, making for the door. Shadows 
from the 
past flitted back and forth across the bare surroundings of 
the present 
and, as he shrugged off the suggestibility planted by Marsh, 
he still 
couldn't effectively slam that mental door shut on one 
memory ... 


One important memory... 


Bernice Hale had known poverty as a child and this made 
her 
extremely susceptible to the pleas of those from homes she 
could 
associate with her own background. When Joe Hawkins 
entered her 
pathetically small office she felt an immediate 
‘relationship’. 


"Mrs Hale?" 


"Sit down, Joe. Relax. l'm here to help you - not scare the 
hell out 
of you!" She smiled and waved to a chair. 


Joe sensed a desire to get on friendly terms. It was just as 
Nobby 
had said it would be. He sank into the chair, and returned 
the woman's 
smile. After serving his porridge, he needed to look at an 
attractive 
woman and think about some of the girls he had known 
before that old 
bastard of a magistrate handed him time. 


"You've been a model prisoner," she said with blue eyes 
scanning a 
dossier. 


He nodded, judging her to be around fifty. She was slender 
enough 
to be a movie queen and her vital statistics left nothing to 
be desired. 


‘I've a son your age," she said, fixing him with an 
expression that 
vaporised all his notions of an easy bit. "Being in prison 
sometimes 
makes a man . . " and she stressed the man, "yearn for 
female 
company. I'd advise against hasty decision, Joe. You're not 
in any 
position to spread wings yet." 


"Nobby Clarke sent me to see you ..." 


"I have a dozen Nobby Clarkes on my books, Joe." She got 
to her 
feet, breathing in deeply. Her breasts thrust against a 
woollen jacket. 
Her eyes caught his, and air whooshed from her lungs. 
"That was silly, 
wasn't it?" 


He continued to stare. 


"Joe - get those ideas out of your mind." She came around 
her 
desk, hitched her skirt and sat half on, half off the edge of 
the desk. 
Her stockinged legs enticed, provoked, sounded clarion 
calls in his 
frustrated mind. "l'm being a tease, | know. But then..." 
and she 
laughed huskily, "I always am." 


He could not make head nor tail of her antics. She seemed 
to be 
begging for him to make a move. Yet, was she? He did not 
dare risk it. 
He sat hard on his chair, perspiration beginning to roll down 
from his 
armpits..." 


Bernice Hale had been good to him. She'd shelled out 
dough and 
made him feel he could survive, even although she had - 
during their 
interviews - aroused his passions to rape-degree. 


Without her help he'd have drifted back to slumland 
Plaistow. For 
that he was thankful. She'd gotten him out from under the 
degenerate 
spell of labourite witchdoctoring that said no man shall 
succeed unless 
he's a union shop steward or a commie organiser. 


Some people had tried to help him. And he'd pissed in the 
wind of 
their sympathy. Shit on their every effort to make him forget, 
make 
him start afresh. 


He didn't feel an obligation to any living soul. He shut out 
Bernice, 
Marissa, others too numerous to mention. They'd all walked 
across the 
grave of his violence, his love of aggro. He didn't need 'em 
.. He 
didn't! 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


"GET your bins on an' say hello, Danny," Basher Barret 
shouted as 
Joe entered their cell. "Chrissakes, 'ow's the ribs, mate?" 


Joe squirmed as Basher gripped his hand in a genuine 
bone-crushing welcome. 


"I'm feelin' better, Basher. How about you?" 
"Right as Bleedin' rain..." 
"Hi, Danny..." 


The Rat seemed less, enthusiastic. His rodent features 
Snarled more 
than smiled. "Had a nice rest, eh?" 


Joe returned the damp greeting without a flicker. He didn't 
require 
a good book to know what was eating at Danny's hide - 
McVey. "Not 
bad ... workin' hard?" 


Danny shrugged and paced between Basher and the 
window-wall. 
"We've had visitors, Joe ” 


Basher grunted, thumping the wall with his hard, 
unbreakable fist. 
"Bloody bastards!" 


"They told you not to shield me from McVey?" 


"They tried," Basher allowed. "I'm not sayin’ I like wot you 
done, 


Joe." The shaggy face crumpled into an admonition. "But 
you're me 
mate an* that's that." 


Joe swung on Danny, but held his tongue. It was more than 
evident 
that the Rat had been got at. In a way, he didn't blame the 
other. 
Danny wasn't an advocate of violence. The very thought of 
physical 
pain scared the jeezus out of him. Yet, somehow, Joe held 
out hopes 
that Danny wouldn't actually grass or open doors for 
MeVey's thugs to 
get him. 


"I'm strictly neutral," Danny bleated. 
"Stay like that, eh?" Joe threatened. 
"You betcha." 


“That Doctor Marsh ain't a bad feller, is he?" Basher broke 
in. "He 
showed me some Swedish magazines - man, those cunts!" 


Joe stiffened mentally. He'd owned several copies of illicit 
Swedish 
gear. Stuff the porno shops in Soho peddled at a gigantic 
profit. 


"You ever seen one?" Basher asked excitedly. 
"Yeah..." 

"Terrific, eh?" 

"Great." 

"Are they always like that in Sweden?" 


Joe had not been to Sweden, but he took a flyer. "Always, 
Basher. 
Randy bitches, all..." 


Danny swore. "Shit on birds! Can't you blokes talk about 
somethin’ 
less ordinary?" 


"Ordinary?" Basher roared. "Mate - I'd give me left arm for 
some of 
it now." 


Joe grinned. He'd been here a few months and already the 
pain of 
doing without was wearing him thin. He hated to think how a 
lack of 
nookie had gotten under Basher's skin. Danny didn't matter. 
The runt 
had a thriving hatred of Doris to keep him going, a love of 
existing to 
lift him over bird hurdles. 


Rub itin... 


"| had a bird once who made those Swedes look like pigs," 
he said. 


Basher sighed, and scratched his balls in anticipation of a 
story. 
"Yeah? Tell us, Joe..." 


"You got a weed?" 


"Here ..." Basher tossed his makings and papers. His eyes 
stared 
wide and eager as he waited for Joe to roll a smoke. Only 
Danny tried 
to appear unaffected by the possibility of a rousing account. 
Inwardly 
though, he seethed. His time was short. Birds would soon be 
begging 
him to plunge them. The days of waiting would end in an 
orgy of lust. 


But... 


"You listenin’ Danny?" 


The Rat scowled. "Go ahead!" He turned away, praying he 
could 
blot out the exciting bits ... 


x OK OK 


Upton Park echoed to the roar of triumph as The Hammers 
raced 
back down the field. The unbelievable had happened. Two 
goals up 
and less than fifteen minutes to play! 


A sea of Hammers colours waved in front of Joe Hawkins. 
The 
terraces had suddenly come alive. Supporters who usually 
groused and 
darkly forecast another West Ham collapse had found faith 
in their 
team. 

Bleedin' creeps, Joe thought as he roared himself hoarse. It 
felt 
strange being here without his mates. Billy had drunk too 
much the 
previous night and his mum hadn't let him out. Don and 
Hymie had 
picked up a couple of skirts and stayed with them down 
Richmond - 
screwing them silly Joe figured. 


Not far in front of him a bird yelled and let the bloke next to 
her 
have a free feel. She didn't look bad - in fact, when she 
turned and 
victoriously shouted to the mob crowding in from behind, 
she looked 
terrific. 


Pushing through the frantic yobbos with their scarves and 
paper 
streamers flying in the breeze, Joe soon got beside the bird. 
Perfume 
wafted up his nostrils. 


"Hammers all the way," she screamed. 


"I'd like to hammer you all the way," Joe said into her 
receptive ear. 


She blushed, but only slightly. And jammed her hip against 
his. 
"Cheeky..." 

The bloke giving her quick feels snarled, shoved past and 
stuck his 
nose against Joe's. "Fuck off, mate! She's mine!" 


The girl shook her head fast. "No" she was telling Joe. Her 
eyes 
blazed in anticipation. The match was forgotten in the heat 
of battle for 
her pleasures. 


Joe didn't invite a slanging nor give his adversary an 
opportunity to 
get on terms. He was about two inches taller than the bloke, 
heavier 
too. More important, Joe sported his skinhead regalia while 
the other 
was a mere layabout type. 


Joe's boot caught his shin, a fist slammed into an 
unhardened gut. 
Bringing his knee up in the confined, shifting space, Joe 
heard the guy 
moan; felt soft personal parts momentarily battered by his 
kneecap. 


The crowd swayed. Stepping back, Joe kicked - knocking 
the 
bloke's legs from under him. ! 


"Again ... again," the girl shouted. 


Joe didn't want to become the centre of a mob uproar. The 
girl did. 
She ground her shoe into the groaning creep's face as he 
tried to save 
himself from being trampled underfoot. 


"Let's get out of here," Joe told her, taking her hand and 
starting to 
open a path for them. 


She breathed heavily, clung tight. Voices belted out pleas 
for more 
Hammers goals as they filtered along the terrace towards 
one exit. A 
guy here and there gave a furtive touch-up and she lapped 
each up with 
gourmet delight. 


When they reached the street the game was but five 
seconds to 
injury time. A steady stream of jubilant fans formed human 
Snake-chains as they crowed and told the world how their 
favourites 
had finally returned to form. 


"Do you always grab off a girl like that?" she asked as Joe 
guided 
her away from the main body of supporters. 


"Only when she's willin'", he replied. 


She wasn't a bad looker. Reddish hair hung down from 
under a 
small beret, her scarf loose enough to show a hint of valley 
between her 


thrusting breasts. She had long, shapely legs and the most 
wicked 
pairs of eyes ever. 


"You're Joe Hawkins, aincha?" 


"Yeah!" He studied her at closer range. He couldn't 
remember 
having seen her before. No bird who had her equipment 
would ever 
have been forgotten. 


"I'm Betty Morgan's cousin," she smiled, letting her scarf 
hang 
down in two single trailers so that her blouse was revealed 
and the 
sweetness of those jutting provocations given more scope to 
tease. 
"You know Betty, don't you?" 


Bloody hell, do | know Betty, he thought. /f this one's 
anything like 
her cousin she's willing, able and sizzling. 

"| nearly became a skinhead," the girl said next. She 
hesitated as 
Joe tried to steer her across the road. "Where're we goin'?" 


Joe hadn't given it much consideration. The boozers were 
closed, 
the caffs ruled out. It was lighter than being in a bleeding 
spotlight and 
even he didn't want to perform the natural function for all to 
see. He 
had, automatically, been heading for his favourite trysting 
place - 
behind Point flats. Now, he deliberated and asked. "Could we 
go to 
your pad?" 


"Not bloody likely," came the quick, startled answer. 


He had loot in his kick. Delay could turn her off and he had 
to 
make a decision immediately. She was already beginning to 
show the 
first signs of boredom. He grinned, "The flickers ..." 


She trembled, and hugged his arm. "You'd do it there?" 


His mind reeled. She really wanted it bad.’ A cinema 
usually 
allowed a bloke to grope around but he'd never tried the 
whole hog 
there. Maybe this was a good time to start. Anyway, the 
experience 
would do him good. If nothing else he'd discover how far a 
bloke could 
go without arousing neighbouring couples to anger. 


"Joe - will you do it there?" She sounded insistent, 
practically 
bursting to have him confess. 


"Depends," he replied. He didn't want his bird getting her 
knickers 
in a twist and then find it impossible to perform 
satisfactorily. 


"God, it should be fantastic ..." She pressed close and 


whispered, 
“How, Joe - how?" 


That, he told himself, was the big query! 
"Christ, can't you bleedin' wait to find out?" he countered. 


Basher sat on the edge of his pad, face broken into fissures 
filled 
with amazement. His eyes glittered, his breathing laboured. 
"Cor, 
mate - you didn't!" 


Danny grinned, twitched. "I'll bet he Weedin' did." 


Joe puffed out his chest. At last he'd come up with 
something that 
had them both going. Tales of violence, aggro, bovver - 
whatever 
people called it - did not unduly stimulate their imagination. 
They'd 
been around more than the fringes of this sort of trouble too 
long to see 
anything spectacular in his activities. 


But having a bird in a cinema ... 
That was making splash headlines! 


Bumming another cigarette from Basher, Joe rubbed his 
thigh with 
a sweating palm and drifted back into realms of fantasy and 
fact... 


x OK OK 


Of all the films to have on - The Agony And The Ecstasy. 
Normally, 
Joe wouldn't go within a mile of such a picture but today was 
different. 
It wasn't what was happening on the screen that interested 
him. It was 
what could possibly take place in the darkened theatre that 
held out the 
greatest challenge. 


"This'll do," Joe said and pushed the girl along a row near 
the back. 
He could see empty seats galore. It was early yet - football 
time. In 
another hour or so the filmgoers would flock in. Until then ... 


Perfume wafted from her body in waves. Heady stuff with a 
touch 


of the mysterious East about it. She selected a seat and 
stood gazing 
around. "Okay?" 


Joe nodded, quickly settling into the foam cushion. His 
anxiety had 
reached fever pitch. How? continued to bug him. 


"I'm Cynthia," the girl said with a brief laugh as she joined 
him. 
Her hands did something in the darkness. Her head lowered 
and she 
breathed loudly: "That's that, Joe..." She held out her 
knickers. 


Christ! 


Her mouth quickly sought his and her young body offered 
itself 
eagerly. 


What a kisser! 
This was an experienced woman ! 


As she darted her tongue into his avid mouth her hands 
dropped to 
his lap and began unzipping his trousers. Soft animal moans 
escaped 
from her throat and she started shaking violently. 


Not to be outdone, Joe opened her blouse, popping her tits 
into his 
hands. Tearing her lips from his she sighed. "Oh, God -1 love 
that!" 


Somewhere far away, a screen voice said words packed 
with 
counterfeit emotion. 

"Joe ... Joe... " She writhed to get hold of him. A slender, 
warm thigh came over his knee so that she was practically 


balanced on 
one cheek facing him. 


The randy bitch, Joe thought fast. She's going to show me 
how! 


Squirming lower in his seat, Joe allowed her to sit on his 
lap, arms 
around him now as her body set up a motion older than time 
itself. She 
impaled him, smothered and mothered him, loved him all at 
once. 


All of her melted and thrust at his flesh. His hands ran 
amok, 
fondling, grasping, touching and probing. His heart 
hammered loudly, 
his head fused in the totality of the erotic moment. 


"Yes ... yes... yes," she crooned, making the final 
crescendo 
feasible. 


Suddenly she lifted off him, panting. Like greased lightning 
she 
whirled and slumped into her seat. "You bastard... you 
didn't have 
protection for me!" 


Joe was unable to talk. His mind rolled in the midst of 
pleasure-shocks raging up and down his length. The added 
stimulation 
of knowing what they'd done, and where, could not be 
denied... 

x KOK 


"She waited five minutes and put her knickers on," Joe told 
his 
attentive listeners. "When | asked if she wanted to come 
with me to the 


bleedin’ boozer she accused me of putting a bun in her oven 
and 
flounced out of the theatre." 


"You mean," Basher gasped, "that was all?" 
"It was enough, mate," Joe said. 
"Yeah, but wot about 'er? Did you see ‘er again?" 


Joe shook his head sadly. "Naw - she went back up North 
that 
night." 


"Was she pregnant?" Danny asked. 


“How the hell should | know!" Joe got to his feet. 
Uppermost on 
his mind was his desire for a woman. He'd never do this bird 
without 
having a go at escape. If he could get McVey off his back 
and convince 
Bewes they'd make a team, he might get his freedom long 
before the 
sentence ran out. 


"You're a bastard," Danny mentioned. 

"I'm not but she might have one," Joe smiled. "The way 
that she 
acted :. ." He frowned, then battered the wall with closed 
fists. "Christ - 
let's talk about something else. ; ." 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


DEPUTY MURRAY had spies and a wealth of experience to 
tell 
him when trouble was brewing in his prison. Ever since 
Charlie 
McVey arrived, Murray had felt the showdown would surely 
come and, 
with it, general confusion - if not a major confrontation 
between 
warders and prisoners. 


His latest information confirmed his worst suspicions. 
McVey was 
about ready to exact his revenge on Hawkins. 


How and where the final blow up would strike had not been 
made 
clear. One grass suggested the library. Another the kitchen. 
A third 
had definite ideas - the yard. Right out in the open. 


Murray believed the yard offered the best opportunity for 
McVey's 
mates. A fight breaking out, warders neglecting specific 
duties to 
separate the combatants - and bingo. 


Acting on his surmise, Murray issued strict orders. Under no 
circumstances must Hawkins and McVey be left unobserved. 
He 
assigned two men to the task - Hazleton and Fisher: both 


able if liable 
to bend rules too often. 


Hazleton he did not trust, but without proof he had to 
accept the 
man as one of his regular staff. The alternative to this did 
not appeal. 
Their Association would not take lightly to charges without 
evidence. 
x KOK 


"Murray's been warned," Hazleton whispered as he sent 
McVey 
marching. "Don't try it on Hawkins in the yard!" 


Carrying his pot, Charlie grinned. This morning the odorous 
task 
did not seem nearly half as bad as usual. In fact, he 
welcomed the 
opportunity to seek out his trusted few and make final 
arrangements for 
the "get Hawkins" curtain-down. 


Hazleton had earned his bribe even if the bent screw was 
completely 
unaware that he had been deliberately used. Charlie McVey 
hada 
motto - never trust a guy who'll accept a bribe. He'd let 
Hazleton - and 
several others - into his “secret”. 


Or so they thought! 


The conferences held within earshot of Known songbirds, 
the idle 
chatter in recreation rooms, the loudly voiced remarks in the 
yard had 
been calculated parts of the overall scheme. 


Only three men including Charlie knew the precise details 
of what 
McVey believed to be a foolproof method of revenge. 


By breakfast, Charlie had circulated word. Today is the 
day! 


Seated at the far end of the room, Joe Hawkins watched 
Charlie 
anxiously. He'd had a bad dream the previous night in which 
Charlie 
had tricked him and left him battered and bleeding ona 
corridor floor. 


Bloody stupid dream, Joe thought as Charlie horsed around 
with his 
mates. He isn't interested in me yet! 

As he joined the military-style column of men assigned to 
general 
cleaning chores, Joe heard a loud whisper... 


"Charlie's goin' to get Hawkins this Saturday!" 


Like wildfire the rumour passed from man to man. It was all 
Joe 
could do to contain himself. Forewarned was to be 
forearmed. By God, 
he'd be ready and waiting. They wouldn't catch him off- 
guard! 


From a vantage point to one side, Charlie McVey enjoyed a 
quiet 
laugh. He'd seen the urgent whispers, the way. Hawkins 
reacted. His 
lads deserved a drink. Maybe he'd ask Hazleton to have 
them 
transferred to an outdoor working party - one from which 
they could 
nip down to a boozer and enjoy civilised jars. 


* KO 


"| want this floor polished until you see your face in it," Mr 
Johnstone told Joe. "Put some elbow-grease into it, eh!" 


Joe muttered under his breath. Johnstone ignored this. Men 
had to 
vent their ire somehow and providing they didn't direct 
uncouth 
comments at him, he seldom took umbrage. Too, providing 
Hawkins 
did his job satisfactorily, he would overlook these minor 
infractions. 


Walking down the corridor to his next charge, Johnstone 
nodded to 
Hazleton. The men did not get along. Few warders liked 
Hazleton and 
they did little more than pass an occasional word or a curt 
greeting. 

Hazleton smiled. He didn't give a damn what these stupid 
honest 
bastards thought about him. Being a partial outcast counted 
for less 
than getting his hands on ill-gotten cash. He'd given himself 
ten years 
in the service in which to build a nest-egg. He was within 
sight of his 
goal now and another year, more or less, would not hurt his 
pride. 


Passing Hawkins, Hazleton was tempted to make a remark 
- but 
didn't. His eyes flicked over the youth. He did not begin to 
understand 
what made the Joes of this world tick. He didn't much care. 
They 
came to prison, served their sentences, left to invade the 


outside with 

their poison again. Between then and their eventual return 
behind bars, 

they could kill, maim, commit every indecency in the book, 
and none of 

it bothered Hazleton. It wasn't putting money in his pocket 
to worry 

about the men, nor did rehabilitation count of anything. All 
he wanted 

was to put in his hours, enjoy a free house and save for a 
small grocery 

business. 


Joe stepped into sunlight with Johnstone's praise ringing in 
his ears. 


"You've done a grand job, Hawkins - I'll have another lovely 
corridor 

for you after exercise ..." Praise like that he didn't need. Or 
want. 


Straight away, McVey approached him. Alone. Smiling. 


Play it cool! Joe thought instantly. You've got until 
Saturday! 


"I want you Hawkins," Charlie said. 


"You ain't gonna get me," Joe replied with a small laugh. He 
felt 
cocky today. 


"Jeezus, you harpin' on that?" McVey held out his hand in 
feigned 
seriousness. "Let's be mates - I've had time to rethink. I'd 
have done 
the same as you." 


"Don't con me, Charlie..." 


They shook, firm like friends. 


"Joe, we're gonna be here a long while. No sense havin' the 
screws 
bustin' us." Charlie paused, nodded towards Hazleton. "That 
cunt'd 
love to fasten my ears back. Watch 'im, mate - he's poison." 


Hazleton! Bent as blazes and in Charlie's pocket! What's 
he trying 
to pull? 


"Thanks," Joe said behind his facade of matehood. 
"Don't mention it, pal. Anythin' I can do..." 

"You could have Pete worked over for me... " 
McVey's eyes glittered. "What?" 

"You heard. That bastard almost broke my ribs." 
"Forget it, Joe. We're all mates now - agree?" 


"I Suppose..." Joe didn't want to give the impression he 
was 
overeager to forget and forgive. 


McVey rested a hand on Joe's shoulder and beamed. "I'll 
have Pete 
apologise. Okay?" 


Joe shuffled his feet, withdrawing his shoulder under a 
pretext of 
getting a handkerchief out. He'd noticed the other prisoners 
and screws 
react to this supreme gesture of reconciliation. It wasn't 
difficult to see 
what Charlie had accomplished. Anything happening to Joe 
now 
would not - nay, could not - be placed on his doorstep. He'd 
made 
friends and buried the hatchet. 


And Joe knew exactly where - between his shoulder blades! 


"Bleedin' day for genin' a bird under a bush," Charlie said 
changing 
Subjects. Easy conversation really meant bosom-buddies. 


"I've got bloody floors to polish," Joe snarled. 
"Johnstone?" 

"Yeah." 

"e's Okay. A little tough, but fair." 

"He's not bent," Joe said. 

"Christ, no!" 

"Hazletonis..." 

"Takes but not too much," came McVey's cautious answer. 
"He's in charge of your block, isn't he?" 

Charlie smiled, nodded. As good as a wink, he thought. 
"Can you get booze brought in, Charlie?" 


McVey was stunned. He'd faked the old-apple-of-me-eye bit 
and 
believed Joe had done likewise. But now - had Hawkins 
actually fallen 
for his act? Was the kid sincere? 


"I'd love ajar," Joe continued, trying hard not to burst out 
laughing. 
He'd got McVey on the trot. 


"Wouldn't we all," Charlie replied, still slightly off-balance. 


"If you can get some..." Joe waved, turned his back and 
strode 
arrogantly away. He'd come out ahead. Maybe that Would 
teach the 
bastard a lesson. It didn't pay to try making a fool of Joe 
Hawkins! 


Hazleton left Deputy Murray's office satisfied with himself 
and 
counting chickens before hatching. He'd swung it, just like 
McVey had 
said he could. 


They'd all witnessed the unexpected that morning. That 
the event 
had taken them flat-footed could not be denied. That Murray 
still 
retained some doubts he knew. But, hoping against hope, 
the policy 
now was one of let the prisoners make their own peace and 
save us the 
bother of a conflagration. 


McVey's request for Hazleton to replace Johnstone so that 
Pete and 
he could visit Hawkins at work had been granted. Naturally 
enough, 
Hazleton hadn't voiced the price being paid to him. Nor did 
he tell 
Murray that the idea had originated with McVey. 


He'd handled the situation circumspectly. "If we could 
arrange for 
them to cement relationships this afternoon it'd put an end 
to the 
affair," was the way he'd carried the ball. "Pete wants to 
apologise for 
hurting Hawkins. McVey wants to make sure he does. | 
suggest I'd 
more or less referee the meeting..." 


"Why this afternoon and why you instead of Johnstone?" 
Murray 
had asked, darkly wondering if he was being tricked into 


something he 
would later regret. 


"McVey trusts me," came the immediate primed reply. "He 
wouldn't want it known how far he's willing to go to ease the 
tension in 
general." 


Against his better judgement, Murray had relented. Now, 
those 
chickens could bring home the five hundred quid eggs ... 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


SLIDING a polish tin ahead of him, Joe Hawkins kept up a 
steady 
flow of oaths as he bent his back into making the corridor 
shine. He'd 
long since dropped the notion of jamming the bloody polish 
into 
Johnstone's face and kicking the shit out of the screw. That 
would gain 
him nothing. It could drop him months when a parole board 
got 
around to considering him as a candidate for early release. 


What a joke that was! He'd done a fuzz. No Home 
Secretary would 
grant him a pardon. No matter how long he stayed in The 
Moor, the 
newspapers would remember - and cause a stink if any 
suggestion 
reached their ears of setting Joe Hawkins free. 


The sound of heavy feet broke his reverie. 


Hazleton walked past, head elevated, eyes neither looking 
to right or 
left. 


Come on, bastard - hit a freshly polished section! 


Hope died hard. Hazleton avoided the worst areas and 
called 
Johnstone. 


Now what? Joe thought. 


He didn't like it when Johnstone argued, swung on his heels 
and 
almost trotted off down the corridor. He liked it less as 
Hazleton's eyes 
lit on him - and smiled coldly. 


The smarmy bastard! I'll bet his shit comes out in 
apologetic spurts! 


Joe chuckled aloud at the vision his quip conjured up. 
"Freeze that, Hawkins," Hazleton shouted. 
One of these days ... 


Walking towards Joe, the warder clasped hands behind his 
back and 
stood towering over the kneeling prisoner. "I don't like you, 
Hawkins," 
he said testily. "| won't tolerate your sneers. If | had my way 
sack. Le 
Snapped off the sentence. He'd nearly given the game away. 
It was an 
effort to contain the knowledge that McVey and Pete would 
soon be 
here to offer their apologies. He would have preferred them 
to do 
Hawkins, but... 


God, what if a fight starts? 


Hazleton shivered mentally. Murray would have his skin. He 
had 
to make sure nothing was said to cause trouble. 


"Get on with it, Hawkins." He stalked off and took up a 
position 
from where he could see McVey approaching. He would have 
to tell 
Charlie to watch his step. 


x OK OK 


"You boot that bastard if he tries to interfere," McVey told 
Pete as 
they entered the block where Joe Hawkins worked, '"e's 
been paid an' 
that's it!" 


Pete grinned. His gorilla-sized frame shook happily at the 
prospect 
of getting one into a screw's bollocks. It seemed a much 
better idea 
than bashing Hawkins in fact. 


At the next corridor link, the third member of the party 
joined them. 
Short, stocky, hard Chris Pollock nodded, his composure 
ruffled. 


"Wot's up?" Charlie asked quickly. 


"Bloody screws..." Pollock shrugged. "I'm for the high 
jump 
after this!" 

McVey didn't want to know now. He guessed that his mate 
had 
been forced to make certain arrangements of a temporary 
nature in 
order to gain his freedom. That meant, too, they would have 
to hurry. 
Once the screws got alarmed the corridors would be 
swarming with 
trouble-hunting warders. 


"You'll hold 'im," Charlie told Pollock. 
"Right, mate!" 
Pete growled: "Hazleton..." 


Charlie advanced ahead of the pair. He could tell 
something 
worried the screw. When Hazleton spotted Pollock he froze, 


mouth 
hanging open. 


"You've suckered me,” he gritted when he recovered. 
Charlie smiled grimly. "You've been paid - shove off!" 
"I won't allow it..." 


Pete kicked. He didn't give warning. His boot whistled 
upwards 
and found its target with a softly plopping noise. 


Hazleton's body exploded as pain lanced through his 
nervous 
system. He wanted to scream bloody murder - couldn't. The 
agony 
vanquished voice and vision. He slumped, hands clasped to 
his 
privates. 

Pollock spurted ahead. Everything depended on getting to 
Hawkins 
before he could raise the roof. Pete's foot drew back. 


"No more - we're not vicious villains," Charlie admonished. 


Pete looked miserable. It had been too quick for him to 
derive the 
maximum enjoyment. 


"Come on..." 

Reluctantly, Pete followed. Once or twice his head twisted, 
his eyes 
fixed on the semi-conscious Hazleton. One more smack on 
top of the 
other was all he wanted... 


* KO 


Joe heard them. .Glancing over his shoulder he caught 
sight of 


Pollock's determined face - then saw Charlie McVey behind 
him. 
Not Saturday! Today!! 


Like an agile monkey, he shot to his feet, darted eyes up 
and down 
the corridor. There was no escape. He hadn't a prayer of 
reaching 
Safety, yet. .. 


He broke into a run. Desperation lent him wings - but the 
wings 
folded when his foot landed on cloth. He felt the bloody 
thing give, and 
tried to fight for balance. His ankle twisted. 


"Stop 'im, Chris!" 


McVey's voice sent fear flooding Joe's brain. In that vital 
second he 
neglected the essential struggle to remain upright... and 
crashed 
against the wall. 


"Got you!” Pollock hissed, hands closing on Joe's throat. 
Kick the bastard! 


Automatically, Joe's foot prepared to strike. He sensed the 
sprained 
ankle refusing to accept the weight load. Then he stumbled 


McVey skidded to a halt, breathing heavily. "Arms behind ‘is 
back!" he panted. 


Pollock grappled with his victim, turned him, and forced his 
arms 
into lock positions high under the shoulders. 


"Before | clobber you, Hawkins," McVey snarled, "I want 
you to 


know there's everythin’ personal in this!" 


Joe opened his mouth to speak. The words "Fuck you, 
mate" 
formed, but were swallowed as McVey's fist landed in his 
belly. Air 
whooshed from him... 


Pollock controlled the jerkings as Joe twitched and doubled 
in his 
arms. He could practically feel the blows right through the 
tall lad's 
flesh. 


Charlie hated himself for what he was doing. The memory 
of Len 
drove him on: the code that could not let this Hawkins 
bastard get away 
with a double-cross served to blot out the degradation that 
seeped 
through his mind. He was worse than a jungle creature - 
they, at least, 
fought to exist. What he was doing had to be - or had he let 
himself be 
blinded by some perverse streak that, until this minute, had 
kept itself 
locked in the dark evil of his bad side? 


Blood oozed from cuts on Joe's face. Swellings grew before 
his fists 
could land another blow. The features were almost 
unrecognisable. 
And still Hawkins spluttered and tried to tear himself loose. 
"Lemme have a go," Pete pleaded. 
McVey stepped back. 


Joe's slitted eyes expressed contempt. 


Pete smashed his huge fist into the already pulped nose, 
breaking 
the bone. 


McVey closed his eyes to shut out the spurting blood. 
Enough was 
enough! He raised a hand. "No more, Pete. Let'im drop, 
Chris!" 


Hazleton was on his feet, gazing at the ritual slaughter in 
undisguised horror. God, he'd answer to Murray for this! 


McVey brushed past. Pete grinned, feinted as if to kick 
again. 
Hazleton squirmed then staggered down the corridor. He 
broke into a 
run as laughter bellowed behind him. 


Bloody, lip tom where his teeth had ripped through the 
tender flesh, 
Joe writhed alone on the cold, hard floor. Hate held back 
agony's tears, 
the need to scream aloud. 


I'll get the bastard! I'll ruin the fuckin' no-good bastard! he 
thought. 


Then goaded by sight of a grinning screw approaching, Joe 
slowly 
climbed to his feet. . . pitching forward as black sleep 
wrapped him in 
unconsciousness. 


THE END 


